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The  sight  they  came  upon  was  a  startling 
onf;.  The  bottom  of  the  lake  was  nearly 
firy,  and  protruding  from  the  muddy 
dept  hs  was  a  boat,  in  which  lay  a  human 
"skeleton  and  a  heavy,  iron-bound  box. 
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HOP  WAH’S  MAGIC  TRICK 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  WOUNDED  BUCK. 

It  was  a  fine  morning  in  the  early  fall  a  few  years  ago,  when 
Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  broke  camp  and  mounted 
their  horses  to  proceed  along  the  trail  that  ran  in  tortuous 
fashion  over  the  mountains  in  the  extreme  western  part  of 
New  Mexico. 

The  young  deadshot,  as  Young  Wild  West  was  familiarly 
known,  was  simply  on  one  of  his  horseback  rides  through  a 
wild  part  of  the  country,  hunting  up  something  in  the  way  of 
excitement  and  adventure. 

TV'ith  him,  as  was  usually  the  case,  were  his  golden-haired 
sweetheart.  Arietta  Murdock;  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  scout,  and 
his  wife  Anna;  Jim  Dart,  a  Wyoming  boy,  and  his  sweetheart, 
Eloise  Gardner,  and  the  two  Chinamen  named  Hop  Wah  and 
Wing  wah,  who  acted  in  the  capacity  of  servants. 

The  party  had  camped  close  to  a  little  glen  where  there  was 
plenty  of  water  and  grass  for  the  horses,  and  with  no  particu¬ 
lar  destination  in  view  they  set  out  along  the  mountain  trail, 
hoping  to  find  something  to  interest  them  before  night  came. 

The  air  was  crisp  and  cool,  and  all  hands  were  in  the  best 
of  health  and  spirits  as  they  gradually  kept  getting  higher 
upon  the  side  of  the  mountain. 

They  had  not  seen  anything  in  the  way  of  a  habitation,  nor 
had  they  met  a  human  being  in  two  days. 

But  they  knew  if  they  kept  on  traveling  in  the  direction 
they  were  now  going  they  must  certainly  get  over  into  Arizona 
and  come  out  pretty  near  old  Fort  Defiance. 

They  had  been  there  several  times,  but  never  had  they  taken 
this  particular  route  before. 

“Et,  this  looks  to  me  as  though  it  ought  to  be  a  pretty  good 
place  for  mining,”  the  young  deadshot  remarked  to  his  sweet¬ 
heart,  as  they  were  leading  the  way  over  a  short  level  stretch 
close  to  the  edge  of  a  yawning  chasm,  “I  have  several  spots 
among  the  rocks  that  have  the  appearance  of  containing 
something  in  the  way  of  pay-dirt.  It  is  strange  that  we 
haven’t  met  a  prospector  before  this.” 

“  Appea.'-ances  are  sometimes  deceiving.  Wild,”  the  girl  an¬ 
swered,  smiling  at  him,  “You  can’t  always  tell  by  the  outside 
what  might  lay  beyond.” 

“I  know  that  well  enough,”  and  the  boy  laughed  good- 
naturedly.  “But  I  can’t  help  thinking  it  strange  that  we 
haven't  come  across  somebody  or  seen  evidences  that  they 
have  I>een  here.” 

“Plenty  of  time  yet.  Wild.  Two  days  Isn’t  much  to  travel 
without  meeting  any  one.  I’ll  venture  to  say  that  we’ll  either 
come  to  a  mining  camp  or  meet  some  one  before  noon.” 

*ril  rememlier  that,  p:t.”  and  the  young  deadshot  laughed 
gf-M-naturMly,  “You  are  pretty  good  at  prophesying.  I’ll 
admit,  so  we  ll  i^ee  how  you  make  out  this  time.” 

■•What  are  you  two  talkin'  about?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  called 


out,  and  then  he  came  riding  up  close  to  the  two,  who  had 
been  quite  a  little  distance  in  the  lead. 

The  scout  brushed  back  his  long  black  hair  and  gave  the 
ends  of  his  mustache  a  twist  as  he  brought  his  horse  to  a 
walk  close  behind  them. 

“Well,  Charlie,”  Young  Wild  West  answered,  as  he  turned 
and  looked  at  the  scout,  “Et  says  we  are  pretty  certain  of 
striking  a  mining  camp  or  meeting  some  one  before  noon. 
What  do  you  think  about  it?” 

“Blamed  if  I  don’t  think  she’s  about  right.  Wild.  It  sartinly 
is  time  that  we  seen  somebody.  Why,  all  we’ve  sepn  that’s 
livin’  has  been  two  black  bears,  half  a  dozen  coyotes,  an’  a  few 
deer.  Of  course  I  ain’t  mentionin’  the  smaller  things.  I  shot 
one  of  the  bears,  an’  I’ll  bet  that  the  meat  is  putty  juicy  an’ 
tender,  too.  You  shot  a  young  buck,  an’  that’s  putty  good 
meat,  too.  But  huntin’  ain’t  the  whole  thing.  We’ve  been 
through  so  much  that  jest  killin’  wild  animals  ain’t  enough  to 
keep  up  the  excitement.  You  know  that.  Wild,  as  well  as  I 
do.” 

“Yes,  I  know,  Charlie,”  the  boy  answered.  “You  would  be 
better  satisfied  if  we  should  happen  to  run  across  a  band  of 
bad  redskins,  or  a  bunch  of  outlaws  who  have  been  driven 
away  from  some  mining  camp  or  town.” 

“You  have  got  that  dead  right.  Wild.  Nothin’  would  suit 
me  better  than  to  have  a  scrimmage  with  jest  the  ones  you’re 
talkin’  about.” 

“Well,  maybe  you’ll  have  the  pleasure  of  it  happening.  Gen¬ 
erally  when  we  strike  a  mining  camp  we  meet  with  something 
in  the  way  of  excitement.” 

At  that  moment  the  sharp  report  of  a  rifle  rang  out,  though 
the  shot  v.^as  fired  some  distance  from*  them. 

But  Young  Wild  West’s  quick  ears  told  him  that  it  came 
from  almost  directly  ahead,  so  nodding  to  his  companions, 
he  called  out; 

“Come  on.  I  reckon  that  sounds  something  like  civilization. 
Wild  animals  are  not  in  the  habit  of  firing  shots.  A  man  did 
that,  you  can  bet.” 

“Don’t  he  too  sure  of  that,  Wild,”  Arietta  retorted,  laugh¬ 
ingly.  “It  might  have  been  a  woman  or  a  girl,  or  possibly  a 
boy.”  . 

“You’re  getting  altogether  too  exact,  little  girl,”  was  the 
retort,  as  the  dashing  young  deadshot  nodded  smilingly  to  his 
sweetheart. 

But  they  all  urged  their  horses  a  little  faster  now,  and 
when  they  had  covered  a  distance  of  probably  a  couple  of  hun¬ 
dred  yards,  a  wounded  buck  suddenly  appeared  before  them. 

They  all  understood  pretty  well  why  the  shot  had  been 
fired  now. 

Some  one  had  shot  at  the  buck  but  had  failed  to  drop  him. 

Young  Wild  West’s  rifle  flew  to  his  shoulder  In  a  twinkling, 
and  as  the  buck  turned  and  was  dashing  olT  to  the  right  for 
cover  ho  pulled  the  trigger. 
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As  the  sharp  report  rang  out  the  animal  dropped,  turning  a 
complete  Boniersault  and  then  lying  perfectly  still. 

“Right  behind  the  left  foreshoulder,  Et.  I  didn’t  make  a 
mistake,  if  the  other  fellow  did!’’  the  young  deadshot  ex¬ 
claimed,  as  he  rode  toward  the  spot. 

“You  never  make  a  mistake,”  was  the  girl’s  retort,  as  she 
followed  him.  i 

The  two  dismounted  and  found  the  deer  quite  dead.  i 

The  boy  pointed  to  a  spot  of  crimson  directly  behind  the 
foreshoulder  of  the  animal.  I 

“That’s  where  my  bullet  went,”  he  said.  “Now  then,  we’ll 
see  where  the  other  fellow’s  went.”  ! 

Taking  the  deer  by  one  of  the  hind  legs  and  the  tail,  he 
turned  it  over,  and  then  a  bullet  wound  was  discovered  on  the 
right  hip.  ' 

“Maybe  the  fellow  couldn’t  do  any  better.  The  buck  might  j 
have  been  just  appearing  as  he  fired,  and  he  couldn’t  hit  him 
anywhere  else,”  the  young  deadshot  remarked.  “Anyhow,  he  1 
can  have  the  venison  if  he  will  only  come  to  get  it.  We  don’t 
happen  to  need  any  jhst  now.” 

The  rest  came  up,  and  then  all  dismounted. 

While  it  V.  as  not  a  new  thing  for  them  to  see  a  slain  deer,  ^ 
they  all  seemed  curious  to  have  a  look  at  this  one,  since  some  j 
one  else  had  w'ounded  it  and  Young  Wild  West  had  put  the  j 
finishing  touches  to  it. 

“You  w'antee  skin  urn  deer,  Misler  Wild?”  Hop  Wah  asked, 
f,s  he  came  forward,  knife  in  hand. 

“I  reckon  not.  Hop.  The  deer  don’t  belong  to  us.  I  mean  j 
by  that,  it  Isn’t  needed  by  us.  We’ll  let  whoever  it  was  who  < 
fired  the  first  shot  take  the  venison.”  j 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild.  But  you  shoctee  um  deer.”  j 
“Yes,  I  know  I  killed  it.  But  some  one  else  shot  it  first,  i 
If  we  were  badly  in  need  of  fresh  meat  I  might  claim  this  j 
venison.  But  as  we  are  not,  we’il  let  the  other  fellow  have  it.” 

“I  rec'Kon  that's  the  best  thing  you  could  do,  kid,”  a  voice- 
spoke  up  close  to  them.  '  j 

Then  as  they  all  turned,  somewhat  surprised,  a  rough-look¬ 
ing  man  stepped  from  behind  a  rock,  a  rise  in  his  hand. 

He  was  followed  by  three  more,  and  they  were  all  tough¬ 
looking  customers,  such  as  are  very  often  found  in  that  part 
of  the  country. 

“Been  listening  to  what  v/e  were  talking  about,  eh?”  Young 
Wild  West  asked,  as  just  the  vestige  of  an  angry  gleam  showed  ! 
in  his  eyes.  “What’s  the  matter  with  you  fellows?  Were  you  j 
afraid  to  come  right  up?  You  saw  us  here,  I  suppose,  and  i 
thought  you  would  sneak  up  and  do  a  little  listening.”  i 

“What  are  you  tryin’  to  talk  about,  kid?”  the  man  who  had 
first  appeared  demanded,  angrily.  “We  didn’t  have  to  sneak  , 
up  here.  After  I  shot  that  buck  w’e  started  right  along  after 
him,  ’cause  I  knowed  he  would  be  bound  to  fall  afore  he  went 
very  far.  I  hit  him  close  to  the  heart,  an’  I  know  it.” 

“You  did,  eh?  W'ell,  do  you  know  what  part  of  an  animal 
the  heart  is  supposed  to  lie  in?” 

“Don’t  ask  sich  foolish  questions,  kid.  That  buck  is  mine.” 
“I  am  not  going  to  dispute  that  part  of  it.  I  am  willing  to 
give  it  to  you.” 

“Willin’  to  give  It  to  me.  What  do  you  think  of  that,  boys?” 
and  the  man  turned  to  his  companions,  who  appeared  to  be 
greatly  surprised,  whether  they  were  or  not. 

Young  W’lld  West  was  noted  for  his  wonderful  coolness,  and 
though  he  had  been  slightly  angry  at  first,  he  was  now  only 
amused. 

He  had  sized  up  the  four  quickly,  and  his  conclusion  was 
that  they  w'ere  a  bad  set,  if  looks  and  manner  counted  for 
anything. 

“You  must  have  heard  me  say  that  we  were  going  to  grive  the 
buck  to  the  oue  who  fired  the  first  shot  at  it,”  the  boy  went  on, 
In  his  cool  and  easy  way.  "One  of  our  Chinamen  wanted  to 
dress  the  animal,  but  I  told  him  not  to  do  so.” 

“That’s  where  you  made  a  mistake,  kid.  He’s  perfectly  wel¬ 
come  to  go  ahead  an’  skin  the  buck  an’  take  out  the  in’ards.” 

“No  doubt  he  may  be  willing  to  do  so,  but  he  isn’t  going 
to  do  It,  my  friend.  You  take  the  buck  and  go  on  about  your 
business.  It  is  yours,  because  we  are  giving  it  to  you." 

“Well,  by  ginger!"  and  the  man  showed  genuine  anger  now. 
•You're  talking  to  me  like  this,  eh,  kid?  J  reckon  you  don’t 
know  that  I’m  a  dangerous  customer  when  I  once  git  started.” 

“Plea.se  don't  got  started  now,  then.  We  hate  to  meet  dan¬ 
gerous  customers.” 

The  boy  spoke  In  such  a  tantalizing  way  that  the  four  men 
stared  at  him  as  if  undecided  just  how  to  take  him. 

“The  kid  arts  a.s  If  he  owns  the  whole  earth.  Link,"  one  of 
them  said,  looking  at  the  man  who  was  unquestionably  the 
leader.  “Maybe  it  would  be  a  good  Idea  for  us  to  trim  him  a 


little.  He’s  only  got  tw’o  with  him,  ’cause  the  gala  an  the 
heathens  don’t  count  for  anything.  Let’s  shake  'em  up  a  little, 
an’  try  an’  make  ’em  know  what  manners  Is.” 

Thj  words  were  scarcely  out  of  the  fellows  mouth  wnfn 
Cheyenne  Charlie  turned  tow’ard  him,  hl3  face  r'>d  with  ex¬ 
citement  and  anger. 

Without  saying  a  word  he  let  go  with  hie  right  band  and 
caught  him  a  swinging  blow  on  the  side  of  the  bead. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  a  powerful  man,  and  the  result  w’as 
that  the  man  went  spniwllng  upon  the  ground. 

“Wow,  wow!  Whoopee,  w'hoopee!  ”  he  yelled,  dancing  about 
and  at  the  same  time  pulling  a  gun.  “You  feliers  want  to 
shake  us  up  a  little,  eh?  Well,  I  reckon  if  I  couldn’t  clean  cut 
the  whole  four  of  yer  without  no  one  to  help  me  I  d  never  take 
another  chaw'  of  tobacker.  Dance,  you  sneakin'  coyotes, 
dance! ” 

Then  he  began  firing  at  the  ground,  and  the  action  was  so 
unexpected  that  the  villains  turned  pale  and  started  to  flee. 

“Hold  ou,  there!  ”  Young  Wild  West  commanded,  and  then  a' 
revolver  show'ed  In  his  hand.  “You  fellows  have  started  this 
thing  going,  so  you’ll  stay  right  here  until  I  tell  you  to  leave.” 

They  all  saw  that  he  meant  business,  and  after  firing  five 
shots  the  scout  stopped. 

“Get  up  off  the  ground,”  WTld  cried,  nodding  to  the  rascal 
the  scout  had  knoclced  down.  “You  fellows  are  a  bad  lot,  and 
I  know  it.  I  knew  it  the  moment  I  set  eyes  on  you,  too.  But 
don’t  think  for  a  moment  that  you  can  frighten  us  or  any  one 
of  us,  for  that  matter.  There  is  no  one  here  who  would  be 
very  much  afraid  of  such  fellows  as  you,  even  though  I  sup¬ 
pose  you  would  not  hesitate  to  commit  murder  if  you  could 
gain  a  few  dollars  by  doing  it.” 

“Say,”  cried  the  man  who  had  been  addressed  as  Link, 
“what  does  this  all  mean,  anyhow?” 

“You  know  what  it  means  pretty  well,”  the  jmung  deadshot 
retorted  coolly.  “You  have  been  called  pretty  hard,  and  you 
fouqd  that  you  couldn’t  do  as  you  pleased.  Now  then,  I  tell 
you  to  take  that  buck  and  get  away  from  here.  I’ll  give  you 
just  five  minutes  to  do  it.  If  you  are  not  out  of  sight  in  that 
time  the  chances  are  you  will  be  riddled  with  bullets.  Step 
lively  there.” 

“We  don’t  want  the  buck,”  was  the  reply.  “I  reckon  we’ll 
go.” 

“You  will  take  the  buck.  You  heard  what  I  said.” 

Jim  Dart  now  stood  at  the  side  of  his  horse,  a  smile  on  his 
face  and  a  gun  in  his  hand. 

Arietta  held  a  rifle,  which  told  plainly  that  she  meant  to 
take  a  shot  If  it  was  necessary. 

The  four  viljains  saw  all  this,  and  they  knew  pretty  well  that 
they  had  a  very  slim  chance. 

The  only  thing  to  do  now  was  to  obey  the  boy. 

“I  suppose  vre  may  as  well  take  the  buck,”  the  leader  said, 
as  he  led  the  way  toward  the  dead  deer. 

The  fellow  who  had  been  knocked  down  kept  a  sharp  watch 
on  the  scout  as  he  passed. 

Probably  he  thought  he  might  get  the  same  dose  again. 

‘‘You  sorter  shook  us  up,  I  reckon,”  Charlie  said,  cs  he 
stepped  up  to  him,  grinning  broadly.  “You  putty  nigh  scared 
the  life  out  of  me.  That’s  why  I  swung  out  my  hand  an’  hit 
yer.  Don’t  do  anything  like  that  ag’in,  will  *yer?  I  know 
blamed  well  we  couldn’t  stand  it.  We  would  all  git  so  scared 
that  we  would  either  run  away  or  most  likely  faint.  You 
oughter  be  ashamed  of  yourself  for  trj-iu’  a  thing  like  that 
when  there’s  gals  here.” 

“Hold  on,  pard,”  the  man  said,  almost  entreatinglv.  “I  was 
dead  wrong  in  sayin’  what  I  did.  But  let  it  go  at  that  won’t 
yer?” 

“All  right,  I’ll  let  it  go.  But  I  reckon  Young  Wild  West  told 
yer  that  yer  had  five  minutes  to  git  away  with  that  buck." 

At  the  mention  of  the  young  deadshot’s  name  the  four  vil¬ 
lains  started  and  then  all  eyes  were  turned  upon  our  hero 

“Are  you  Young  Wild  West?"  the  leader  asked,  rather 
faintly. 

“That’s  who  I  am.  What  Is  your  name?" 

“My  name  is  Link  Levlson." 

“And  you're  a  mighty  bad  man  when  you  get  sta’^ted  "  the 
boy  added,  with  a  laugh. 

“Maybe  I  am.  But  I’m  putty  good  jest  now,  ain’t  I?" 

“I  reckon  you  are.  But  go  on.  You’re  losing  time.  The  five 
minutes  will  soon  be  up.  I  am  going  to  stick  to  mv  word  If 
you  are  uot  out  of  sight  with  that  buck  when  I  think  the’ fire 
minutes  have  expired  I  am  going  to  start  in  shooting.  I  never 
miss  what  I  aim  at.  either." 

That  quite  enough. 

The  four  villains  grabbed  the  carcass  of  the  de«r  and  starts 
huiTledly  from  the  spot,  ^ 
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But  (urv  h11  kept  a  v\atL'h  cn  our  friends  until  they  were 
*,et  ♦'ehlnd  some  ivoks  that  were  clos^  at  hand. 

Knvt^lng  »  well  that  they  would  probably  take  a  chance 
of  sLc-'ilns  at  them  fi-om  cover,  the  young  deadshot  started 
alter  them. 

Ttic  momi  at  he  appeared  In  view  the  four  ran  as  If  for  their 
liVw,  carrying  the  buck  with  them. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  quickly  joined  the  young  deadshot. 

“Wild,”  said  he,  as  he  threw  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  “I’m 
iroln'  to  clip  the  hat  from  the  head  of  that  galoot  what  said 
his  name  was  Link  l.,evison.” 

The  boy  gave  a  nod,  and  then  the  scout’s  rifle  spoke. 

His  aim  was  true,  for  Link  Levlson,  as  he  called  himself,  let 
go  his  hold  upon  the  buck  and  made  a  grab  for  his  hat,  but 
too  late  to  catch  It,  for  the  bullet  had  hit  it  In  such  a  way 
that  it  was  swept  from  his  head  in  a  twinkling. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  BEAUTIFUL  I.AKE. 

“That  will  do,  Charlie,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  laugh¬ 
ingly.  “I  reckon  they’ll  keep  on  going  a  little  farther,  any¬ 
how'.  Now,  then,  I  suppose  we  may  as  well  ride  along  after 

them.  Perhaps  they  won’t  stick  to  the  trail  very  far,  but  if 
they  do  and  we  happen  to  come  upon  them  there  will  be  no 
danger  of  us  being  hurt,  unless  they  hide  somewhere  and 
ambush  us.” 

■‘That’s  right,  Wild,”  the  scout  retorted,  as  he  threw  out  an 
empty  shell  and  looked  sharply  at  his  rifle.  “I  reckon  that 
galoot  lost  a  little  of  his  hair  when  his  hat  blew  off.  I  was 
shooting  putty  close  to  his  head,  an’  I  know  it.” 

The  tw’o  turned  and  went  back  to  w'here  the  rest  were 
waiting  with  the  horses. 

Then  mounting.  Young  Wild  West  gave  the  word  and  they 
all  rode  along  the  trail. 

When  they  came  to  the  spot  where  they  had  seen  the  four 
men  foot-prints  in  the  soft  ground  at  the  right  of  the  trail 
told  them  that  they  had  gone  in  that  direction. 

There  was  a  small  patch  of  woods  at  the  side  of  a  hill, 
but  the  trees  and  bushes  were  not  thick  enough  for  the 
villains  to  be  hiding  there,  so  after  taking  a  good  look  and 
not  seeing  anything  of  them,  our  friends  continued  on  and  had 
soon  rounded  a  bend  out  of  sight  of  the  place. 

“Well,  Wild,”  Arietta  said,  nodding  to  her  young  lover,  “I 
suppose  we  haven't  seen  the  last  of  those  men.  It  usually 
happens  whenever  a  thing  like  this  takes  place  that  they  look 
for  revenge.” 

“That’s  right,  Et,”  was  the  reply.  “The  chances  are  they 
will  follow  us  and  look  for  a  chance  to  get  square.  But  that’s 
all  right.  That  will  only  make  it  all  the  more  Interesting. 
We’ll  have  something  to  be  on  the  watch  for  now.” 

Then  the  boy  patted  the  glossy  neck  of  the  sorrel  stallion 
he  was  riding  and  added: 

“Spitfire  don’t  mind  it.  I’m  sure,  little  girl,  and  I  don’t  see 
why  you  should.” 

"Oh,  I  am  not  minding  it  one  bit.  Wild,”  and  the  girl 
laughed  lightly.  “I  have  got  so  that  I’m  a  great  deal  like  you 
and  Charlie  and  Jim.  I  hardly  think  I  could  be  content  If 
there  wasn’t  something  in  the  way  of  danger  to  face  now  and 

then. ” 

“No,  but  I  hardly  think  there  will  be  a  great  deal  of  danger 
caused  by  the  four  villains  we  have  just  left  behind  us.” 

The  boy  had  scarcely  spoken  when  the  sharp  report  of  a 
rifle  sounded  and  a  bullet  whistled  over  his  head. 

"There!”  exclaimed  Arietta,  excitedly.  “You’re  very  much 
mistaken.  Wild.  They  are  shooting  at  you  now.” 

“That’s  right,”  the  boy  answered,  coolly. 

He  was  already  gazing  In  the  direction  the  shot  had  come 
from,  and  his  rifle  was  at  his  shoulder. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  ready  to  shoot,  too,  but  not  the  least 
sign  of  a  man  could  they  see. 

“Don’t  be  alarmed,”  the  young  deadshot  spoke  up,  reas¬ 
suringly,  as  he  shot  a  glance  at  Anna  and  Elolse.  "I  reckon 
they  only  fired  that  shot  just  to  let  us  know  what  we  might 
expect." 

Crang! 

Another  report  rang  out,  and  this  time  a  bullet  passed  close 
to  the  hfad  of  Jim  Dart. 

But  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  had  all  seen  the 
puff  of  smoke,  and  before  the  echo  of  the  report  had  died 
out  their  rifle*  spoke  simultaneously, 

Ne'thi  r  of  them  had  seen  the  man  but  all  had  fired  at  the 
spot  wher*  they  knew  one  must  surely  be. 

14^  a  in  the  way  of  a  human  cry  could  be  heard,  so 

they  e^ld  not  tell  whether  they  had  been  successful  or  not. 


“Keep  right  on  riding,"  Wild  called  out,  In  his  cool  and 
easy  way.  "Go  on  ahead,  ghis.  You  needn’t  stay  back,  Et, 
for  I  am  sure  we  won’t  need  your  help  just  now." 

The  two  Chinamen  urged  the  pack-horses  they  were  leading 
at  a  fast  pace,  and  soon  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners 
were  well  in  the  rear. 

They  kept  a  sharp  watch  on  the  side  of  the  hill  from  which 
the  two  shots  had  been  fired,  but  neither  saw  or  heard  any¬ 
thing  further,  and  at  length  satisfied  that  It  was  all  right  to 
go  ahead,  they  followed  the  others  and  soon  came  to  the  foot 
of  a  cliff  which  they  rounded,  thus  making  It  sure  that  an¬ 
other  shot  could  not  be  fired  at  them,  unless  It  came  from 
directly  behind  them. 

"There’s  just  one  thing  about  it,  Wild,”  Cheyenne  Charlie 
declared,  as  they  were  riding  along  after  the  rest  of  the 
party,  "there  ain’t  but  three  of  them  measly  coyotes  left. 

I  know  that  he  didu’t  have  time  to  move  a  foot  afore  I  shot.” 

"That’s  tl\e  way  I  felt  about  it,”  Jim  Dart  declared. 

“So  did  I,  boys,”  the  young  deadshot  nodded.  “Well,  If 
my  bullet  killed  one  of  them  I  am  sorry  for  It.  But  I  suppose 
it  was  no  more  than  right  for  us  to  fire  after  they  had 
shot  at  us  twice,  each  time  with  the  intent  to  kill.” 

"I  ain’t  sorry,”  and  the  scout  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “Sich 
fellers  as  they  are  ain’t  fit  to  live,  anyhow.  They’re  jest  like 
so  many  others  we’re  always  meetin’.  It  seems  to  me  that 
the  less  men  you  find  lyin’  in  this  part  of  the  country  the 
more  bad  ones  there  is.” 

“It  makes  some  of  them  bad  to  have  to  rough  it  in  such  a 
wild  place,  1  suppose,  Charlie,”  Jim  Dart  said.  “After  they 
have  been  here  a  while  and  have  to  put  up  with  all  sorts  of 
conditions  they  forget  all  the  goodness  there  ever  was  In 
them  and  become  reckless  and  soon  learn  to  forget  all  about 
anything  like  law  and  order.” 

“That’s  all  right,  too,  Jim,  but  they  don’t  have  to  forgit  sich 
things.  If  a  man  Is  fair  an’  square  he’s  putty  sure  to  stay 
that  way,  even  if  he  does  git  in  a  place  where  he  don’t  have 
to  be.  ” 

“I’m  not  speaking  of  all  of  them,  Charlie.  I  only  meant 
certain  ones.” 

“That’s  all  right,  then.  But  never  mind.  There  ain’t  but 
three  of  that  gang  left,  an’  I  know  it.  You’ll  find  it  out,  too, 
’cause  they’ll  keep  on  after  us  as*  soon  as  they’ve  planted 
the  one  we  shot.” 

They  rode  on,  and  soon  overtook  the  girls  and  the  two 
Chinamen. 

Thoug-h  they  kept  watching  behind  them  they  saw  nothing 
of  the  villains  and  a  couple  of  hours  latfer  they  found  them¬ 
selves  upon  a  sort  of  plateau  that  stretched  out  for  several 
miles. 

It  was  no  longer  a  trail  that  they  were  following,  but  sim¬ 
ply  a  natural  path  that  the  horses  picked  out  themselves. 

It  wound  this  way  and  that,  but  there  was  one  thing  sure 
about  it,  it  had  led  them  to  a  pretty  high  elevation,  and  the 
nearest  spot  to  them  that  was  higher  was  half  a  mile  away, 
where  there  was  a  rather  tall  peak  that  was  covered  with 
snow  at  the  top. 

Straight  ahead  of  them  on  the  level  ground  was  a  patch 
of  woods  which  they  could  tell  was  not  very  wide,  as  they 
could  see  the  blue  sky  shining  between  the  trees  here  and 
there. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  sweetheart  led  the  way,  and^they 
were  soon  riding  through  the  tangled  vegetation  in  the  woods. 

As  they  reached  the  other  side  they  were  surprised  to  see  a 
good-sized  lake  stretching  out  before  them. 

This  was  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  a  green  slope,  and  It 
certainly  looked  pretty  enough. 

The  water  was  of  a  bluelsh  tint,  and  there 'was  just  enough 
of  a  breeze  to  cause  it  to  ripple  and  dance  In  the  sunlight. 

“Come  on,”  Young  Wild  West  called  out  to  those  behind. 
“I  reckon  here’s  where  we  have  got  to  take  a  boat  If  we 
want  to  go  any  farther  in  a  straight  line.” 

“A  boat,  eh?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  echoed,  as  he  forced  his 
horse  at  a  faster  gait  and  quickly  emerged  Into  the  woods. 
“Well,  by  ginger!”  he  added.  “Here’s  a  mighty  big  pond. 
But  where’s  the  boat.  Wild?” 

“That  hasn’t  showed  up  yet,  Charlie.  Maybe  It  will  appear 
pretty  soon.” 

The  girls  were  delighted  at  the  pretty  scene,  for  the  lake, 
which  must  have  been  over  a  mllo  in  length,  and  fully  half 
that  distance  In  width,  certainly  looked  beautiful  to  them, 
with  the  green  foliage  that  grew  upon  the  banks  around  it. 

“Plenty  flsheo  lere,  maybe,”  Hop  Wah  spoke  up,  as  ho  rode 
forward  and  nodded  In  a  pleased  way.  “Me  llkoo  ketcheo 
fishee.  Me  velly  smartec  Chinee.” 

Wing,  who  was  unlike  his  brother  In  many  respects,  did  not 
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say  a  word,  but  took  as  much  interest  in  the  lake  as  any  of ; 
the  rest. 

“Maybe  we  stoppee  here  lillee  while,  Mlsler  Wild,”  Hop 
went  on,  as  he  looked  at  the  young  deadshot  suggestively. 

“Stop  here,”  Arietta  answered.  "Why,  of  course  we  will.  I  , 
am  quite  sure  that  we’ll  stay  here  until  to-morrow  morning, 
anyhow.  ' 

“You  have  got  that  about  right,  little  girl,”  Wild  retorted, 
laughingly.  "I  was  just  going  to  suggest  that  we  stay  here, 
until  to-morrow  morning.  I  know'  you  and  Anna  and  Eloise  j 
are  taken  up  by  the  beautiful  scenery  here,  and  that  you  ; 
would  all  enjoy  it  if  we  remained  here  for  a  while.”  | 

“Yes,  there  is  no  mistake  about  that,”  and  the  girl’nodded; 
lu  a  pleased  w’ay  and  quickly  dismounted.  j 

She  led  her  horse  to  a  level,  grassy  plot,  and  then  throw- 1 
ing  the  bridle-rein  over  his  head,  walked  to  the  edge  of  the 
bank  and  looked  into  the  water. 

It  was  not  long  before  Anna  and  Eloise  joined  her,  and 
landing  a  soft  velvety  spot,  they  all  sat  down.  • 

"They  seem  to  be  takin’  solid  comfort,”  Cheyenne  Charlie 
observed,  with  a  chuckle,  as  he  jerked  his  thumb  toward  the 
three.  “I  reckon  wc  had  better  fix  up  things  an’  do  a  little 
bit  of  the  same.  But  we’ve  got  to  remember  that  there’s  three 
sneakin’  coyotes  likely  to  foller  us  here,  so  I  s’pose  we  had 
better  find  some  sort  of  place  to  camp  v/here  they  won’t  have 
a  very  good  chance  to  pick  us  off  afore  we.  know  it.  How 
about  that  place  over  there.  Wild?”  , 

“Where,  Charlie?”  and  the  young  deadshot  turned  and 
looked  in  the  direction  he  pointed. 

“Right  over  there..  Don’t  you  see  where  the  bank  comes 
down  mighty  steep  an’  it  sorter  hunches  in  a  little.  There’s 
the  brook  runnin’  right  down  at  the  corner  of  it,  an’  it  runs 
right  on  into  the  big  pond.” 

“I  see  the  spot,  Charlie.  That  looks  to  me  to  be  all  right. 
We’ll  go  over  there  at  once.” 

The  ’place  the  scout  had  Indicated  was  right  at  the  very 
of  the  lake. 

There  was  a  break  in  the  high  bank,  and  it  seemed  like  one 
monster  step,  the  first  one  being  but  two  or  three  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  water  and  the  second  one  twelve  or  fifteen 
feet  higher. 

The  bank  was  very  steep,  and  was  covered  with  bushes 
and  trailing  vines. 

It  w'as  well  protected,  too,  and  when  they  got  there  our 
friends  could  not  help  feeling  but  that  it  was  an  admirable 
spot  to  pitch  their  camp  upon. 

“You  must  have  been  looking  pretty  sharply,  Charlie,”  Young 
Wild  West  said,  as  he  nodded  his  head  in  a  satisfactory  way. 
“We  couldn’t  have  found  a  better  place  to  put  up  at  if  we  had 
gone  all  the  way  around  the  lake,  and  I’ll  bet  on  that.” 

“Well,  I  sorter  thought  about  it  the  minute  I  seen  the  gals 
go  over  close  to  the  water,”  Charlie  answered,  “an’  as  I  looked 
over  this  way  I  noticed  jest  how  the  bank  was  rigged  out. 
Now,  then,  if  we  stop  here,  which  you  say  we’re  goin’  to  do, 
there  won’t  be  no  chance  of  anyone  sneakin’  up  very  close 
unless  they  come  around  at  the  other  side,  or  else  they 
come  in  a  boat.  One  thing  certain  about  it,  they  won’t  have 
no  chance  to  climb  to  the  top  of  that  high  place  up  there, 
’cause  the  rocks  is  too  slippery  an’  steep  at  the  back  of  it. 
Of  course.”  he  added,  “they  might  go  on  around  for  quite  some 
distance,  an’  then  git  up  there  an’  sneak  down  on  us.  But  I 
recl^on  we’ll  have  to  take  the  chances  on  anything  like  that 
happenin’." 

“We’ll  take  the  chances,  all  right,  Charlie.  Now,  then,  sup¬ 
pose  wc  let  the  horses  have  a  chance  at  this  grass.” 

As  he  said  this  the  young  deadshot  promptly  unbuckled  the 
Buddle-girths  and  proceeded  to  remove  the  saddle  from  Spit¬ 
fire. 

When  he  had  done  this  he  tied  the  end  of  his  lariat  about 
the  animal’s  neck  and  then  removing  the  bridle  led  him  out 
upon  the  grassy  slope  and  tied  the  other  end  of  the  rope  to 
a  small  tree. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  not  long  in  fixing  their  horses  in  the 
same  way,  and  then  they  promptly  turned  their  attention  to 
those  the  girls  had  been  riding. 

Meanwhile  the  two  Chinamen  were  busy  unloading  the 
pack-horses,  and  when  this  w'as  done  Hop  took  the  rest  of 
the  horses  and  soon  tied  them  where  they  could  find  all 
they  wanted  to  eat.  j 

The  girls  always  assisted  In  putting  the  camp  in  shape,  and  i 
as  soon  as  Hop  and  Wing  had  erected  the  two  tents  they  left 
the  sliore  of  the  lake  and  busied  themselves  until  everything 
was  satisfactory  to  them. 

"Well,  Wing."  Young  Wild  West  said,  as  he  looked  at  his' 
watch,  “iti  noon  now.  I  reckon  you  may  as  well  start  a  fire' 


and  cook  something.  I  forgot  that  I  was  hungr>’,  or  that  It 
was  twelve  o’clock  yet.” 

“Allee  light,  Mlsler  "Wild,”  piped  the  cook,  nodding  h!a 
head  in  a  matter-of-fact  way.  “Me  flxee  uppee  um  dinner 
velly  rauchee  quickee.” 

“Hully  uppee,  my  blother,  or  maybe  me  ketchee  some  flshee 
and  len  you  havee  cookee  lera,  too,”  said  Hop. 

“No  fishee  for  diilner,”  Wing  declared,  shaking  his  head  and 
frowning. 

“Never  mind  going  fishing  just  yet.  Hop,”  W’lld  spoke  up. 
“You  help  Wing  get  some  fire-w'ood.  There  is  plenty  of  It  a 
little  farther  on.  That  tree  that  was  blown  down  at  sotae 
time  or  other  will  furnish  you  w'ith  all  you  want,  I  think.” 

The  two  Chinamen  at  once  hastened  to  where  he  pointed, 
and  in  five  minutes  came  back  carrying  all  the  wood  they 
would  need. 

Then  the  cook  was  not  long  in  starting  a  fire. 

“You  wantee  some  bear-meat,  Misler  Charlie?”  he  said, 
nodding  to  the  scout. 

“That’s  right.  Wing,  an’  I  want  it  broiled  so  it  ain’t  burnt.” 

“You  wantee  some  venison,  Misler  Wild,”  and  Wing  turned 
to  the  young  deadshot. 

“Anything  at  all.  Wing,”  w'as  the  reply. 

“Allee  light.  Maybe  you  wantee  some  bakee  potatoes.” 

“Never  mind  the  potatoes  just  now.  It  will  take  too  long 
for  that.  You  go  ahead  and  broil  plenty  of  meat.  If  you  like 
you  can  use  both  bear-meat  and  venisOn.  But  cook  us  plenty 
of  it.  I  reckon  there  must  be  enough  in  the  line  of  bread 
that  was  left  over  from  this  morning.” 

“W'e  gottee  plenty  corn  muffins,  Misler  Wild.” 

“All  right,  they’ll  do.” 

“And  me  makee  velly  goodee  coffee.” 

“Don’t  say  any  more  about  it.  You’re  only  making  me  all 
the  hungrier.” 

The  cook  grinned  in  a  pleased  way,  and  then  went  right 
at  work  making  his  preparations. 

The  coffee-kettle  was  hung  over  the  fire,  and  then  the  cook 
spread  the  burning  wood  out  a  little  and  placing  some  heavier 
pieces  upon  it  w'aited  for  them  to  burn  so  there  would  be 
hardly  anything  left  but  the  live  coals. 

He  had  all  the  implements  necessary  for  broiling  meat,  and 
by  the  time  he  had  cut  up  some  steaks  from  a  bear’s  ham 
and  a  haunch  of  venison  the  fire  was  ready  to  cook  them. 

Anna  usually  lent  her  assistance  when  she  was  not  other¬ 
wise  engaged,  and  being  rather  hungry  now  helped  the  cook 
along. 

Meanwhile  Hop  Wah  was  preparing  a  fishing  line. 

Every  time  he  came  to  a  good-sized  brook  or  a  body  of 
w'ater  that  looked  as  if  there  might  be  fish  in  it  he  felt  the 
inclination  to  find  out. 

But  he  Avas  not  going  to  start  in  fishing  just  yet,  for  like  the 
rest,  he  was  anxious  to  eat  the  noon-day  meal. 

Wild  and  Arietta  w'alked  a  little  distance  along  the  shore 
of  the  lake  and  stood  there  talking,  when  suddenly  a  curious- 
looking  man  stepped  from  the  woods  and  walked  toward’  them 
in  a  hesitating  sort  of  way. 

We  say  curious-looking,  for  the  fellow  was  attired  In  cloth¬ 
ing  that  seemed  to  have  been  made  entirely  of  the  skins  of 
wild  animals,  and  upon  his  head  was  the  semblance  of  a  hat 
of  the  same  material. 

Of  course  such  a  person  was  bound  to  astonish  even  Young 
Wild  West. 

“Et,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  nodding  to  his  sweetheart, 
“if  we  were  upon  an  island  just  now  I’d  be  willing  to  swear 
that  this  fellow  was  Robinson  Crusoe.” 

“It  looks  like  a  wild  man,  Wild,”  the  girl  retorted,  as  she 
recovered  from  her  astonishment.  “But  he  don’t  act  that 
way.  He  wants  to  come  here  and  seems  to  be  afraid.” 

"That’s  all  right.  We’ll  soon  fix  that  part  of  it." 

Then  the  boy  nodded  to  the  queer-looking  man,  who  had 
come  to  a  halt  a  hundred  feet  away,  and  called  out: 

“Come  on.  stranger.  I  reckon  everything  is  all  right.” 

At  this  the  man  promptly  started  toward  them. 


CHAPTER  III. 

OLD  SAUI.. 

Those  v'ho  had  remained  at  the  camp  did  not  know  of  the 
presence  of  the  stranger  until  they  heard  Young  Wild  W^'st 
shout  to  him. 

When  they  looked  and  saw  such  an  odd-looking  man  they 
were  not  a  little  surprised. 

“Great  gimlets!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Ch.-irlle.  “Look  at 
that  feller.  Appears  as  though  he’s  been  livin’  up  here  In 
the  mouutalus  all  his  life.  Why,  he  ain’t  got  a  IhlM  In  th* 
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'"•y  '  4  stoTv  clothes  on  him.  I  woinler  where  in  thunder  he 
v't-ui-'  from  Rnyhow?  " 

"I  t  s  i-o  and  find  out.  Charlie,”  Anna  suggested.  “He  Is 
ualkir.jn  toward  Wild  and  Arietta,  and  seems  to  be  friendly.” 

"Right  yer  are,"  and  then  the  scout  led  the  way  to  the 
spot. 

The  stronger  acted  rather  timid  when  he  saw  them  all 
coming  that  way.  but  already  Wild  had  succeeded  in  making 
him  understand  that  they  were  friends. 

“1  reckon  j-ou  must  live  around  here,  stranger,”  the  young 
deadshot  was  saying,  as  the  rest  came  up. 

“Yes,  I've  been  livin’  around  here  some  little  time,”  was 
the  rt'ply,  and  then  the  speaker  looked  at  all  hands  in  a 
distrustful  way. 

“You  needn’t  be  afraid  of  us,  my  friend,”  the  young  dead- 
shot  declared,  smilingly.  “We  didn’t  come  here  to  interfere 
with  you  at  all.  We  just  kept  on  riding  up  this  w^ay  and 
when  we  found  the  lake  here  we  decided  to  stay  here  until 
to-morrow.  A  very  pretty  scene,  so  the  girls  say.” 

“Maybe  it  is  a  putty  scene,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  man 
locked  at  the  boy  keenly,  as  if  he  was  trying  to  solve  his 
thoughts. 

“Do  you  mind  telling  us  who  you  are?”  our  hero  asked, 
after  a  pause. 

“You  kin  call  me  Old  Saul.  That’s  what  they  named  me 
two  or  three  years  ago,  when  I  met  a  few  people  somethin’ 
like  fifty  miles  from  here.” 

“Old  Saul,  eh?” 

“Yes,  that’s  good  enough.” 

“Very  well.  We’ll  drop  the  old  part  of  it  and  call  you  Saul. 
I  believe  you  said  you  lived  around  here  somewhere.” 

“Yes,  I’ve  got  what  you  might  call  a  home  not  far  from 
here.  But  never  mind  about  that.  Don’t  make  me  show  it 
to  you.  I’d  rather  you  wouldn’t  know  jest  where  it  is.” 

“Suit  yourself  about  that.  But  I  want  you  to  understand 
plainly  that  you  need  have  no  fear  of  any  of  us  bothering  you. 
We  came  here  by  accident,  just  as  I  said  a  minute  ago.  From 
what  I  have  seen  of  you  I  take  It  that  you  are  a  pretty  good 
sort  of  fellow,  but  that  you  have  reasons  for  living  away  up 
here  in  the  wilds  of  the  mountain,  so  I  won’t  ask  you  any 
more  about  it.  It  is  your  business,  and  not  ours.” 

“That’s  the  way  I  like  to  hear  you  talk,  young  feller,”  Old 
Saul  answered,  his  face  lighting  up.  “Jest  tell  me  who  you 
are  an’  I’ll  feel  better  satisfied.” 

“My  name  is  Young  Wild  West.” 

“That  name  sounds  funnier  than  mine.  I  never  heard  of 
yer  afore,  my  boy.” 

“Probably  not.  Let  me  Introduce  you  to  my  friends.  You’ll 
find  them  all  true  and  honest.” 

Then  "Wild  was  not  long  in  calling  out  the  names  of  each 
member  of  the  party,  not  forgetting  Hop  and  Wing,  for  both 
had  walked  to  the  spot. 

As  soon  as  he  had  been  introduced  Wing  hastened  back  to 
look  after  the  cooking,  for  everything  was  about  ready  to 
serve. 

“You  have  put  your  tents  up,  I  see,”  Old  Saul  observed,  as 
he  looked  in  the  direction  the  Chinaman  was  going. 

“Yes,  we’ll  stay  here  till  to-morrow  morning,  probably,  or 
maybe  a  little  longer  if  the  girls  feel  inclined  that  way.” 

“Maybe  you’re  lookin’  for  somethin’  up  here  about  the 
lake?”  the  old  fellow  asked,  an  anxious  look  showing  upon 
his  face. 

“Why,  no,  Saul.  Didn’t  I  tell  you  that  we  came  here  by 

accident?”  » 

“Yes,  you  told  me  that.  But  it’s  all  right.  I  believe  you. 
Young  Wild  West.” 

He  had  said  just  about  enough  to  make  our  hero  feel  that 
there  was  something  mysterious  about  him,  and  also  that 
there  was  something  connected  with  the  lake  or  its  vicinity 
that  he  was  hiding  from  them. 

"Saul,”  the  boy  said,  smilingly,  “come  over  and  have  dinner 
with  U8.  I  am  sure  our  cook  has  prepared  enough  for  one 
more.” 

"No,  no,”  was  the  quick  reply.  “I  ain’t  in  the  habit  of 
eatin'  along  with  other  folks.” 

"NVver  mind  about  that.  You  are  going  to  eat  dinner  with 
Now  come  right  along.” 

1  ne  boy  spoke  In  such  a  persuasive  way  that  the  old  fellow 
in  to  hlr;  partly. 

P.v  v/tte.T  Wild  started  to  lead  him  toward  the  camp  he 
p.,)**'/!  back  suddenly  and  exclaimed: 

".''.'o,  I  fran't  do  It!  I  ain't  fit  to  eat  along  with  good  com¬ 
pany  ■ 

i#on  t  say  that.  Your  face  and  hands  are  certainly  clean 
and  just  b<;cause  you  have  got  some  outlandish  cloth¬ 


ing  on  you  don’t  say  thnt  you  are  not  fit  to  be  in  our  com¬ 
pany.  Just  forget  how'  you  are  dressed  and  come  right  on. 
We  have  got  something  good.  Bear-steaks  and  venison.  How 
does  that  strike  you?” 

"I’m  putty  well  used  to  both,”  was  the  reply.  “But  that 
coffee  does  smell  good.” 

"You  haven’t  any  coffee  w'here  you  are  living,  then?” 

“No,  I  ain’t  had  none  in  over  two  years.” 

“Do  you  like  a  cup  of  good  coffee?” 

“Yes,  I  might  as  well  say  that  I  do.” 

“Well,  come  right  on,  then.” 

That  settled  it. 

The  coffee  did  the  trick,  and  Old  Saul  permitted  himself  to 
be  conducted  to  the  camp. 

Wing  saw  him  coming  and  took  pains  to  have  an  extra 
plate  and  .cup,  as  well  as  a  knife  and  fork. 

“Evelythling  allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  the  cook  said. 

“Say,  Wild,”  the  scout  spoke  up,  as  if  he  had  just  thought 
of  something,  “you  forgot  to  ask  Old  Saul  if  there  was  anyone 
livin’  with  him.  Maybe  he’s  got  a  wife  or  a  pard.” 

“I  am  livin’  all  alone,”  the  old  fellow  spoke  up,  promptly. 

“I  felt  sure  of  that,  Charlie,”  and  the  young  deadshot 
nodded  smilingly  at  the  scout. 

Hop  assisted  his  brother  in  passing  the  food  to  the  hungry 
ones. 

Old  Saul  insisted  on  sitting  down  close  to  a  flat  rock  a 
short  distance  away  and  having  his  food  brought  there. 

He  took  pff  his  curious  hat  and  laid  it  upon  the  ground 
beside  him,  and  then  started  in  to  eat,  now  and  then  looking 
sharply  at  the  others. 

The  old  fellow’s  presence  did  not  lessen  the  appetites  of  our 
friends  any,  and  the  dinner,  as  they  called  it,  went  smoothly 
enough. 

All  chatted,  and  now  and  then  spoke  an  occasional  word 
to  their  guest,  who  invariably  retorted  and  declared  his 
thanks. 

Hop  Wah  was  the  first  to  finish  eating,  and  when  he  got 
up  he  promptly  picked  up  the  fishing  rod  he  had  fashioned 
from  a  small  sapling  and  said: 

"Nows  len,  me  ketchee  fishee.” 

“Got  fishin’  tackle,  eh?”  Old  Saul  exclaimed,  as  he  quickly 
got  upon  his  feet  and  ran  to  the  Chinaman. 

“Lat  light,”  Hop  answered. 

“An’  real  hooks,  I  see.” 

“Me  gottee  plenty  hookee,  so  be.”  ' 

“Will  yer  sell  me  two  or  three  hooks?  There’s  lots  of  fish 
in  the  lake  here,  but  I  ain’t  never  had  the  right  kind  of  hooks 
to  ketch  ’em  with.  But  I  do  ketch  quite  a  few  now  an’  then.” 

“Me  givee  you  plenty  hookee,”  Hop  declared,  and  putting 
down  the  pole  he  went  to  the  leather  bag  in  which  he  carried 
his  odds  and  ends  and  soon  returned  with  a  dozen  fish  hooks 
of  various  sizes. 

“You  takee  um  hookee,”  he  said,  handing  them  to  the  old 
man.  “You  velly  muchee  ’bligee.” 

“You  bet  I’m  much  obliged!”  Old  Saul  exclaimed,  his  eyes 
dancing  with  delight.  “Them  Is  real  fish  hooks,  they  are. 
But  I’ve  got  a  little  money,  an’  I  want  to  pay  you  for  ’em.” 

“You  no  pay,  so  be.” 

“That’s  all  right,  Saul,”  Wild  spoke  up  just  then.  “Hop  has 
plenty  of  fish  hooks,  and  no  doubt  he  can  supply  you  with  a 
couple  of  good  lines,  too.” 

“Oh,  I  kin. make  out  all  right  on  lines.  I  make  ’em  myself 
out  of  catgut.  You  see,  I  shoot  wild  cats  an’  I’ve  learned 
how  to  make  fiddle-strings  an’  fishin’  lines.” 

“You  ain’t  got  a  fiddle,  have  yer?”  Charlie  spoke  up,  show¬ 
ing  considerable  Interest. 

“Yes,  I’ve  got  one  that  I  play  oh  sometimes.” 

“By  jingo!  You’ll  have  to  play  us  a  tune 'afore  we  go  away 
from  here.” 

The  old  man  said  nothing  to  this,  but  it  was  evident  that  he 
did  not  care  to  talk  aiiy  further  on  that  particular  subject. 

He  took  the  hooks  from  Hop  and  then  bowing  to  the  party, 
said: 

“I’ll  go  on  back  now.  Maybe  you’ll  see  me  agin  afore  night. 

I  might  take  a  notion  to  show  you  where  I  live,  too,  but  I 
won’t  say  so  jest  now.  I’ve  got  to  think  it  over.  It’s  all  so 
strange  to  me,  you  know.  To  meet  people  who  seem  to  be 
kind  an’  honest  to  me  is  somethin’  new.  All  them  I’ve  been 
in  the  habit  of  meetin’  in  the  last  few  years  have  been  trylu' 
to  git  best  of  me.” 

Without  saying  another  word  he  turned  and  walked  rapidly, 
from  the  spot,  and  was  soon  lost  to  view  behind  a  rise  a  short 
distance  away. 

“Mighty  funny  things  happen  sometimes,  don’t  they,  Wild?” 
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Ch*!yenin«  ('harllt*  observed,  as  he  turned  and  looked  at  the 
young  U^adshut  when  Old  Saul  had  become  lost  to  view. 

"That’s  right,  Charlie.  But  it  is  not  the  first  fellow  like 
that  we  have  met  in  our  travels.  I  suppose  there  is  some¬ 
thing  back  of  it  all.  Men  take  peculiar  notions  sometimes. 
Probably  he  has  met  with  some  bitter  disappointment  during 
his  life-time,  and  he  has  come  away  from  civilization  to  live 
the  life  of  a  recluse." 

“Yes,  that’s  it,  recluse.  I  was  tryln’  to  think  of  that.  That 
means  a  foolish  galoot  what  gits  it  in  his  head  he  don’t  want 
to  see  nobody  but  himself.” 

“I  think  that  man  is  living  up  here  by  this  lake  for  some 
reason  other  than  merely  wanting  to  be  away  from  others,” 
Arietta  observed,  speaking  slow’ly,  as  if  she  w'as  thinking 
hard  at  the  time. 

“Is  that  so,  little  girl?”  and  the  young  deadshot  turned  to 
her  smilingly.  “Well,  I’ve  got  some  such  a  notion  as  that 
in  my  head.  What  do  you  think  the  cause  of  his  being 
here  is?” 

“I  can’t  say  that,  of  course.  Wild,”  the  girl  answered, 
quickly.  “By  his  actions  it  would  seem  that  he  is  afraid 
someone  will  come  here  and  take  something  from  him.” 

“Maybe  he’s  got  a  gold  mine  up  this  way,”  the  scout  ven¬ 
tured. 

“That  could  hardly  be,  Charlie,”  Wild  retorted.  “If  he 
had  a  gold  mine  here  he  would  most  likely  find  a  means  of 
getting  the  gold  from  it  and  turning  it  into  money.  It  cer¬ 
tainly  would  do  him  no  good  to  stay  here  and  guard  such  a 
place,  so  that  others  couldn’t  get  hold  of  it.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  what  it  kin  be,  then.” 

“None  of  us  do.  But  maybe  we’ll  be  able  to  find  out  before 
we  leave  here.  All  we  have  got  to  do  is  to  treat  the  old 
fellow  kindly,  and  he  may  melt  sufficiently  to  let  us  into  his 
secret.  If  he  really  has  one.” 

“Me  go  fishee  now,  Misler  Wild,”  Hop  spoke  up,  as  he  came 
up  to  them  with  a  tomato  can  that  was  partly  filled  with 
worms  which  he  had  dug  up  in  the  soft  earth  near  the  edge 
of  the  lake. 

”I  suppose  that  means  that  you  are  inviting  us  to  go  and 
witch  you  catch  the  fish.” 

“Lat  light,  Misler  Wild.  Maybe  you  thlinkee  me  no  ketchee 
fishee.” 

“Well,  since  Old  Saul  said  there  were  plenty  of  fish  In  the 
lake  I  have  no  idea  but  that  you  will  catch  plenty  of  them. 
We’ll  see  how  ypu  make  out.” 

Then  Hop  led  the  way  to  a  convenient  part  of  the  bank 
where  all  ihight  sit  down  and  take  it  easy,  and  while  he  was 
baUlng  his  hook  all  but  Wing  came  to  the  spot  and  sat  down. 

Charlie  drew  his  hunting  knife  and  tested  the  edge. 

“I’ll  git  the  scales  off  of  ’em  an’  clean  ’em  as  fast  as  you 
ketch  ’em,  Hop,”  he  said.  “Go  ahead,  this  knife  is  as  sharp 
as  a  razor,  an’  I’m  ready.” 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Charlie,”  and  then  the  Chinaman  deftly 
cast  the  baited  hook  into  the  water.” 

The''  line  had  barely  time  to  settle  before  he  got  a  bite, 
and  then  up  came  a  fine-looking  fish  that  must  have  weighed 
a  couple  of  pounds. 

It  was  of  a  type  that  might  be  called  a  lake  trout,  and  was 
very  good  for  eating  purposes. ' 

All  hands  knew  this,  and  when  Charlie  caught  the  fish  and 
promptly  started  at  work  upon  it  with  his  knife  they  felt  that 
they  would  surely  have  a  meal  of  fish  for  supper. 

It  seemed  that  there  were  millions  of  them  there,  for  as 
fast  as  Hop  put  his  line  into  the  water  he  got  a  bite,  and  each 
time  he  landed  a  fish. 

“Lat  allee  light,  Misler  Wild.  My  blother  gottee  plenty 
■alt.  He  know  how  flxee  um  fishee  to  keepee.” 

“Well,  go  ahead,  then,  and  catch  a  few  more.  But  there’s 
no  need  of  taking  more  out  of  the  lake  than  we  can  use.  I 
suppose,  however,  we  might  give  a  few  to  Old  Saul.” 

“Lat  light.  Me  ketchee  maybe  fifty,  len  me  stoppee. ” 

Then  Hop  reached  out  and  cast  out  a  little  farther  than 
he  had  been  doing  before. 

As  he  drew  up  the  pole  slightly  the  line  tightened  suddenly. 

At  first  he  thought  it  was  a  bite,  but  when  he  gave  another 
pull  he  knew  that  the  hook  had  caught  upon  something. 

“Whattee  mattoe?”  he  exclaimed,  looking  around  at  his 
companions  in  surprise.  “Maybe  um  loot  of  um  Ueo  ketcheo 
hookee. " 

“The  hook  has  caught  agin  a  rock  or  stone,”  Charlie  spoke 
up.  "Pull  easy,  or  you’ll  break  your  line." 

Then  Hop  started  to  pull  slowly. 

At  first  there  was  no  give,  but  presently  he  was  able  to  lift 
the  pole  higher  with  ease. 

Not  caring  to  break  the  line,  he  raised  it  as  high  as  the  polo 


would  permit  him,  and  then  dropping  the  pole,  took  bold 

of  the  line  and  pulled  it  up.  #  V 

Much  to  the  surprise  of  all  hands  an  old  boot  came  from 

(ll0 

I  It  was  partly  covered  with  mud,  but  in  some  manner  the 
hook  had  caught  In  one  of  the  straps,  and  there  It  hung^ 

securely.  ,  .  ^  ,  v 

“That’s  one  of  Hop’s  jokes,”  Jim  Dart  exclaimed,  laugh- 

;  Ingly. 

I  But  ne  knew  very  well  that  it  was  not,  for  the  Chinamans 
I  faco  showed  as  much  of  a  puzzled  look  as  the  others. 

I  “I  know  what  it  is,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  said,  with  a  shrug 

I  of  the  shoulders.  “Old  Saul  has  chucked  his  boots  in  the 
1  lake,  an’  this  is  one  of  ’em.” 

I  “I  reckon  Charlie  is  about  right,”  Wild  said,  nodding  his 

i  head  approvingly.  “But  let’s  see  the  boot.  Hop.” 

!  “Velly  niuchee  heavy,”  Hop  declared,  as  he  reached  down 
]  and  picked  it  up.  “Me  ’ftaid  um  line  allee  samee  bleak.” 

!  As  he  pulled  up  the  boot  and  handed  it  to  Wild  the  boy  I 
:  found  instantly  that  it  weighed  at  least  twenty  pounds. 

!  “Jingo!”  he  exclaimed.  “That  is  mighty  heavy  for  an 
j  ordinary  boot.  ” 

I  Then  he  opened  the  boot-leg,  and  turning  It  upside  down  * ' 
I  let  something  drop  from  it. 

j  What  was  their  surprise  to  see  a  buckskin  bag  that  was 
tied  at  the  top  with  a  thin  piece  of  sheepskin. 

!  Charlie  promptly  picked  up  the  bag,  and  weighing  it  in  his  « 
hand,  exclaimed: 

“Money,  as  sure  as  you  live.” 

"We’ll  see  about  that,”  said  Wild,  as  he  quickly  untied  the 
string  and  dumped  the  contents  of  the  bag  in  his  hand. 

“It  was  money,  sure  enough,  and  old  Spanish  gold,  too. 

“Well,”  said  the  boy,  as  he  turned  the  coins  over  and  handed 
them  to  his  companions  to  look  at,  “this  is  somewhat  sur- 
I  prising.  Hop  has  made  a  pretty  good  catch,  it  seems.  Now, 

I  then,  the  question  is  whether  Old  Saul  threw  this  into  the 
lake  or  not.  I  reckon  we’ll  have  to  find  out.  There  is  easily 
four  hundred  dollars  right  here,  and  If  he  threw  It  into  the 
lake  it  will  show  plainly  that  he  never  intended  to  visit  civili¬ 
zation  again.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

WHAT  THE  VILLAINS  WERE  AFTER. 

The  four  villains  who  had  met  with  such  a  surprise  when 
they  undertook  to  frighten  Young  Wild  West  and  his  com¬ 
panions  vere  glad  enough  to  get  away  from  the  spot,  and 
when  the  bullet  from  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  rifle  took  the  hat 
from  Link  Levison’s  head  it  is  needless  to  say  that  the  man  * 
was  nearly  frightened  out  of  his  wits. 

j  He  leaped  away  from  his  companions  and  was  the  first  to 
get  out  of  sight. 

I  But  when  he  looked  back  and  saw  them  still  clinging  to  " 
j  the  slain  deer  he  cried  out  excitedly: 

1  “Come  on,  boys.  Never  mind  the  buck.  I  reckon  they  mean 
to  shoot  us.” 

Don  t  git  scared.  Link,”  one  of  them  answered,  rather 
j  coolly.  “The  feller  what  fired  that  shot  didn’t  mean  to  kill 
I  yer.  He  jest  wanted  to  show  yer  how  straight  he  could 
I  shoot,  that’s  all.  It  was  Young  Wild  West.” 
j  No,  It  ^wasn  t,  either,  one  of  the  others  declared  as  he 
!  hurried  on,  almost  pulling  the  other  two  with  him  “I  looked 
'  over  my  shoulder  jest  as  the  shot  was  fired.  It  was  the  tall  , 
man  ■with  the  long  black  hair  an’  big  mustache  what  done  the 
shootin.  He  was  laughin’  all  over  his  face  when  he  shot. 

though,  an’  I  s’pose  that  means  he  didn’t  intend  to  kill  ve’- 
Link.”  *  ' 


luu  IIIIUK  ne  only  meant  to  hit  my  hat,  then?”  the  leader 
asked,  showing  that  he  was  somewhat  relieved. 

“Sartln  that’s  all  he  meant.  If  he  wanted  to  kill  yer  he 
would  have  done  it  mighty  quick.  Why,  most  anybody  could 
drop  a  man  at  that  distance.”  ^ 

“It  wasn’t  Young  Wild  West,  then?"  the  first  man  sooke 
up,  looking  sharply  at  the  speaker. 

^ 

“I  s’pose  the  shot  was  fired  jest  to  hurry  us  along  a  little 
"""^f^ked  Link  Levison,  and  then  he  took  hoVof  on^ 
thrie  ^  hurried  along  ^\lth  the  other 


unui  iney  got  well  back  wrong  the  rocks  th*t 
pl^tlfully  scattered  about  did  they  come  to  a  halt 

horses  nnd  something  in  the  wav  of 
that  might  be  used  by  prospector*  ^ 

B^'idently  they  had  stopped  there  when  they  saw  Young 
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'''  •  '*  hit.  friends  approachlnp.  and  had  hurriedly 

p'  ;s  to  ivt  them  a  eurprlse. 

'  .  L  =  l  ink  said,  as  he  looked  back  in  the  direction 

i'  *  i  cum’  “I  reckon  it’s  all  right  as  long  as  they 

;/•  '  any  fart>'er.  I  don’t  s’pose  I  oughter  have  fired 

a»  th,  ^;;.k  wh'^n  1  did.  Wo  seen  ’em  cornin’  up  the  hill,  an’ 
:-.'st  ta  n  tht'  blamed  deer  had  to  show  himself.  I  knowed 
r  ’^v  veil  that  we  was  in  need  of  meat,  so  I  up  an’  shot  at 
thf*  buck  " 

“An’  v'r  only  wounded  him  him,  Link."  one  of  them  said, 
as  h-  ^-owi^d  the  bullet  wound  upon  the  haunch  of  the  dead 
animal  “Here’s  where  your  bullet  struck.  I  knowed  you 
hit  him  behind,  cause  I  seen  him  jump  when  you  fired. 
Young  Wild  West,  or  whoever  it  w'as  shot,  landed  a  bullet 
plumb  through  the  heart.  Here’s  where  it  went.” 

Th.  n  he  placed  his  finger  near  the  spot  where  the  bullet 
from  our  hero’s  rifle  had  found  its  way. 

“I’m  doubtin’  that,  but  there  ain’t  no  use  in  puttin’  up  an 
argument.  I  shot  straight  behind  the  left  foreshoulder.” 

“Well.  Young  Wild  West  says  you  didn’t,  an’  if  you  had 
done  it  It  ain’t  likely  the  deer  would  have  run  that  far. 
We  heard  the  second  shot  fired,  an’  when  we  ru,n  up  there 
we  seen  the  deer  layin’  right  there  an’  with  a  whole  bunch  of 
’em  standin’  around  it.  That’s  where  we  was  lame.  If  we 
had  jest  hollered  out  an’  not  tried  to  make  any  fuss  about 
It,  we  wouldn’t  have  got  in  the  trouble  that  we  did.” 

"Never  mind  the  trouble  we  got  in.  Healer,”  retorted  Link, 
somewhat  angrily.  "I  reckon  we’re  out  of  it  now  all  right, 
an’  that  means  that  the  next  time  we  have  a  chance  at  ’em 
w'e’ll  do  a  little  better.  I  didn’t  care  so  much  about  the 
blamed  deer  as  I  did  about  makin’  ’em  fork  over  what  money 
an’  grub  they  had  with  ’em.  We  needed  the  grub  more  than 
we  did  the  money,  of  course,  an’  I  thought  it  was  goin’  to  be  a 
mighty  easy  thing  to  git  it,” 

“But  we  didn’t  git  it.  Link,”  another  said,  laughingly. 

“That’s  enough  out  of  you,  Sneaky.  Don’t  make  fun  of  me 
for  what  happened.  I  reckon  I  got  the  worst  of  it  all  around. 
I  lost  my  hat.” 

“You  kin  git  the  hat  easy  enough.  Jest  wait  till  they  go  on 
past.  ” 

"We  had  better  let  ’em  go  on  about  their  business,”  sug¬ 
gested  the  fellow  called  Bobby,  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 

"We’ll  let  ’em  go  on  about  their  business  all  right,  but 
we’ll  foller  ’em,  too.”  the  leader  declared.  “If  I  kin  git  a 
chance  to  plug  one  of  ’em  I’ll  do  it,  too.” 

"You  let  me  try  that,”  Healer  declared.  “You  all  know 
that  I’m  the  best  shot  of  the  four  of  us.  I’ll  fix  ’em.” 

“All  right,  since  you’re  braggin’  about  it  you’ll  be  the  one  to 
take  the  first  shot  at  ’em,”  and  Link  Levison  nodded  as  if  he 
felt  that  it  was  all  settled. 

While  one  of  the  villains  proceeded  to  dress  the  slain  buck, 
the  others  climbed  to  an  eminence  of  rock  and  watched  for 
our  friends  to  pass. 

It  was  not  very  long  before  they  saw  them  riding  along 
the  natural  path  that  seemed  to  be  a  trail  leading  up  the 
mountain. 

“There  they  go.  Healer,”  exclaimed  the  leader.  “Now, 
then,  you  jest  work  your  way  along  to  the  patch  of  woods 
over  there  an’  see  if  you  kin  git  a  shot  at  ’em.  We’ll  foller 
you  jest  as  soon  as  we  git  down  here’  an  fetch  along  the 
horses.” 

“All  right,  you  come  with  me.  Sneaky,”  and  Healer,  the 
boastful  villain,  gave  a  nod,  though  he  acted  very  much  as  if 
he  did  not  like  the  task. 

The  ether  man  promptly  followed  him,  and  each  with  a 
rifle  in  his  hand  hurried  along,  taking  pains  to  keep  behind 
the  rocks  so  they  could  not  be  observed  by  those  who  had  just 
paujsed. 

It  was  not  difficult  for  them  to  reach  the  woods  and  get  to 
the  edge  of  it  by  the  time  our  friends  appeared  at  the  other 
sile. 

Th^r.  Healer  nodded  to  his  companion  and  said: 

rh -n,  I’ll  show  yer  what  kind  of  a  shot  I  am.” 

But  villain’s  face  was  rather  pale,  and  the  man  with  him 
r  have  noticed  that  his  voice  trembled  slightly  as  he 
•  '0-'  in  a  low  tone. 

fe'jf  b'  'mply  gave  a  nod  and  let  him  go  ahead. 

i  '  -i  r  'r*  pt.  up  behind  a  fallen  tree,  and  then  waiting  until 
r  in  ,...gnf  1.'  bad  a  good  chance  he  took  aim  with  his  rifle 

:  r.  -'  ~  ,  r'* 

7  ou'.’  *  ri:-^'d  Young  Wild  V/est,  as  has  already  been 

f  ?  r.or  ailii'-'^d  with  trying  once,  the  villain  fired  the 
»  .  a*  ;w'ie  ''  harlle. 

'in  i  Ui.  v  shote  rang  out  almost  simultaneously,  and 


Sneaky,  who  w'as  hiding  behind  a  tree  but  a  few  feet  away, 
saw  Healer  throw'  up  his  arms  and  roll  back  to  the  ground. 

His  first  Impulse  was  to  turn  and  flee  back  to  the  other  tw'o 
men. 

But  wiien  he  took  the  risk  of  peering  from  behind  the  tree 
and  saw  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  going  right  on  he 
remained  where  he  w'as  until  they  were  out  of  sight. 

Then  he  ventured  to  the  side  of  the  fallen  man. 

One  glance  told  him  that  Healer  w'as  dead. 

“Well,”  he  muttered,  “that  was  a  big  mistake  for  him  to 
make.  What  w'as  the  matter  with  him,  anyhow?  He  sartinly 
W'as  the  best  shot  of  the  four  of  us.  But  he’s  dead  now,  that’s 
sartln.  All  three  of  ’em  shot  at  once,  an’  I  reckon  they  must 
have  all  hit  him.  There’s  two  bullet-holes,  anyhow.  One’s 
right  between  his  eyes  an’  the  other  Is  in  his  arm.  I  wonder 
if  they  could  have  seen  him.” 

He  knelt  there  thinking  it  over,  until  be  heard  footsteps 
behind,  and  then  he  saw  Link  and  Bobby  approaching. 

“What’s  the  matter,  Sneaky?”  the  leader  called  out,  in  a 
hoarse  w'hisper. 

“Healef  got  his  medicine,”  was  the  reply., 

“I  thought  so!”  Bobby  exclaimed. 

“He  missed  ’em  an’  then  they  got  him,  eh?”  said  Link. 

“That’s  jest  it.” 

“Didn’t  you  try  to  git  ’em?”  and  the  leader  turned  to 
Sneaky  sharply. 

“No,  I  didn’t.  You  didn’t  tell  me  to  try  to  git  ’em.  I  never 
once  thought  of  talcin’  a  shot  even.  I  left  it  all  to  Healer.” 

“You’re  a  putty  one,  you  are!”  and  Link  sneered  as  he 
turned  to  the  body  of  the  dead  man.  “Now,  then,  there’s  only 
three  of  us  left,  an’  look  at  the  job  w'e’ve  got  ahead  of  us. 
We’re  huntin’  for  the  treasure  of  the  lake,  an’  I  reckon  it 
needed  quite  a  few  of  us  to  git  aw'ay  with  it  after  w'e  found 
it.” 

“Don’t  blame  me  for  It,  Link,”  Sneaky  answered,  hotly. 
“Don’t  think  I’m  a  fool,  either.  I  sorter  felt  when  Healer 
offered  to  be  the  one  to  shoot  Young  Wild  West  that  he  was 
ma.kin’  a  mighty  big  mistake.  I  know'  it  now,  an’  I’m  mighty 
glad  it  wasn’t  me  what  done  any  shootin’,  ’cause  if  I  had  I 
most  likely  would  have  got  the  same  dose.” 

The  leader  became  somewhat  mollified  then,  and  after  he 
had  made  sure  that  the  man  was  dead  he  went  through  his 
pockets  and  took  from  them  everything  that  was  of  any  value. 

He  even  kept  the  hat  the  man  had  worn,  for  he  had  not 
taken  the  pains  to  go  back  and  look  for  the  one  Cheyenne 
Charlie  shot  from  his  head. 

“Git  a  shovel,  an’  we’ll  bury  him,”  he  said,  as  he  arose  to 
his  feet.  “That’s  all  we  kin  do.  It’s  mighty  hard  to  lose  a 
good  pard  like  Healer  was.  But  it  can’t  be  helped.  But  don’t 
make  no  mistake,  boys.  We’ll  make  Young  Wild  West  an’ 
them  other  tw'o  what’s  with  him  pay  for  this.  Most  likely 
they’re  headin’  up  this  way  for  the  lake.  It  ain’t  sartin  sure 
that  we’re  the  only  ones  who  got  wind  of  what  that  funny 
galoot  they  call  Old  Saul  has  been  livin’  up  here  so  many 
years  for.  He  give  himself  away  the  last  time  he  was  in 
town,  an’  it  happened  to  be  that  it  was  a  half  fool  that  he 
was  talkin’  to.  Maybe  he  wouldn’t  have  said  as  much  then  if 
he  hadn’t  been  full  of  liquor.  Well,  the  half  fool  told  me  all 
about  it  one  day  after  I’d  helped  him  out  when  a  lot  of  cow¬ 
boys  was  tantalizin’  him,  an’  that’s  what  brought  us  here.  All 
we’ve  got  to  do  is  to  find  Old  Saul,  an’  then  it  won’t  take  long 
to  learn  somethin’  about  the  treasure  that’s  s’posed  to  be  sunk 
in  the  lake  somewhere.” 

“It  ain’t  much  information  that  we’ve  got  about  it,”  Sneaky 
declared,  “but  I  was  willin’  to  come  along  jest  hopin’  that  It 
might  amount  to  somethin’.” 

“That’s  the  only  thing  any  of  us  could  do,”  declared  Bobby. 
“Link  generally  knows  what  he’s  doin’,  an’  I  reckon  It’s 
goin’  to  be  all  right.  If  there’s  any  treasure  at  the  bottom  of 
this  here  lake  we’ve  heard  so  much  talk  about  he’ll  show  us 
a  way  to  find  it.” 

“You  bet  I  will,”  the  leader  declared,  throwing  out  his  chest 
and  acting  very  much  as  If  he  felt  that  he  was  of  considerable 
Importance.  “You  jest  v/alt  till  we  run  across  the  crazy 
galoot  what  calls  himself  Old  Saul.  It  won’t  take  me  long  to 
make  him  tell  everything  he  knows,  an’  you  kin  bet  on  It." 

“But  s’pose  Young  Wild  West  has  heard  about  It  an’  has 
gone  up  there.  He’ll  git  there  ahead  of  us,  au’  then  what 
chance  will  we  have  of  flndln’  the  treasure  of  the  lake?” 
Sneaky  asked. 

“There  you  go,  tryln’  to  make  It  look  as  if  it’s  goin’  to  be  a 
hard  thing.  That’s  your  way,  Sneaky.  Now  jest  shut  up.” 

“All  right,  I  won’t  open  my  mouth  agin,  then.” 

Then  neither  of  the  three  spoke  until  they  had  dug  a  lltUa 
grave  and  buried  the  body  of  their  late  companion. 


YOTTXO  WILD  WEST  AND  THE  TREASURE  OF  THE  LAKE 


This  boin'j;  done,  they  went  back  to  their  horses,  and  gather- 
Ing  up  their  efl’ccts,  mounted  and  pushed  along  In  the  direc¬ 
tion  our  friends  had  taken. 

But  It  Is  safe  to  say  that  none  of  them  v/ere  very  anxious 
to  come  upon  them  again  very  soon. 

They  all  seemed  to  know  that  they  could  not  be  a  great  way 
from  the  lake  they  were  heading  for,  for  when  noon  came 
they  let  their  horses  walk  very  slowly,  and  kept  watching 
continually  ahead  of  them. 

At  last  they  reached  the  brow  of  a  hill  and  saw  the  shining 
waters  of  the  lake  before  them. 

"Now,  then,  boys,"  Link  said,  in  a  whisper,  “I  reckon  we’ve 
got  to  be  mighty  careful.  “It  w'on’t  do  to  go  straight  ahead, 
‘cause  most  likely  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  friends  has  done 
that.  We  had  better  make  off  through  the  bushes  to  the  right 
here  an’  pick  our  way  around  so  we  kin  come  out  on  the 
shore  of  the  lake  quite  a  little  distance  from  here.  It 
wouldn't  do  to  let  ’em  see  us,  ’cause  it’s  broad  daylight  now', 
an’  there’s  one  thing  sure  an’  that  is  they  know  how  to  shoot. 
K  they  did  git  sight  of  me  agin  it  might  be  that  they  would 
rry  to  put  a  bullet  through  my  heart,  instead  of  takin’  my 
hat  off." 

It  was  not  strange  that  the  two  men  with  him  should  be 
perfectly  v.'illing  to  this  arrangement,  so  they  turned  their 
horses,  and  with  considerable  difficulty  went  through  a  small 
thicket  and  then  proceeded  on  to  the  right  for  at  least  a 
quarter  of  a  mile. 

Then  feeling  that  they  were  safe  to  go  ahead,  they  made 
the  turn  and  rode  straight  for  the  lake,  arriving  there  a  few' 
minutes  later. 

It  happened  that  they  could  not  see  w'hat  was  going  on 
where  our  friends  had  pitched  their  camp,  so  feeling  quite 
secure,  they  looked  about  for  a  good  place  to  make  their  tem¬ 
porary  quarters. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  VILLAINS  FIND  OLD  SAUL. 

The  finding  of  the  gold  in  the  boot  was  quite  enough  to  in¬ 
terest  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  and  make  them  feel 
that  there  might  be  something  more  at  the  bottom  of  the 
lake. 

But  none  of  them  got  excited,  for  that  w'as  not  their  way  of 
doing  things. 

Used  to  surprises  of  all  sorts  as  they  w’ere,  it  was  not 
strange  that  they  should  remain  perfectly  cool. 

“Charlie,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  smiling  at  the  scout, 
“I  suppose  this  money  belongs  to  Hop.  He  caught  it.” 

“I  s’pose  so,”  was  the  reply.  “He  sartinly  did  have  a  great 
ketch,  didn’t  he?  Look  at  the  fish  he  landed,  an’  then  he 
goes  an’  winds  up  by  pullin’  up  an  old  boot  with  a  bag  of 
Spanish  gold  in  it.  'That’s  what  I  call  genuine  fishin’,  an’  no 
mistake.” 

“You  keepee  um  gold,  Misler  Wild,”  Hop  spoke  up.  “Me 
no  wantee.  Maybe  we  findee  plenty  more  before  we  go  flom 
here.  Len  evelybody  havee  plenty.” 

“You  think  we  might  find  plenty  more,  eh.  Hop?” 

“Yes,  Misler  Wild.” 

“All  right,  then.  Probably  we’ll  stay  a  little  longer  at  the 
lake  than  we  Intended  to  at  first.  But  I  reckon  we  had  better 
find  Old  Saul  and  question  him  a  little.  Maybe  he  knows 
something  about  the  boot.” 

“He  either  don’t  know  nothin’  about  it,  or  else  he  chucked 
It  in  there  himself,”  the  scout  declared.  “Wild,  let’s  me  an’ 
you  go  an’  look  for  him.  We  oughter  be  able  to  find  the  w'ay 
he  went,  ’cause  most  likely  the  ground  is  soft  enough  to  show 
his  footprints.” 

“A  good  idea,  Charlie.  We’ll  go  right  away.” 

Then,  as  the  others  gathered  up  the  fish  and  took  them  to 
the  camp  the  young  deadshot  and  the  scout  set  out  in  the 
direction  Old  Saul  had  taken  when  he  went  away. 

It  was  a  path  they  were  following,  sure  enough,  and  It  ran 
around  the  shore  of  the  lake,  though  the  water  could  not  be 
seen  from  it  after  they  had  gone  a  hundred  yards. 

There  were  plenty  of  bushes  and  other  vegetation  growing 
fhpre,  and  keeping  their  eyes  open  for  some  signs  of  a  habita¬ 
tion,  the  two  kept  on. 

They  talked  In  very  low  tones,  for  they  did  not  want  the  old 
fellow  to  hear  them  and  be  suspicious  that  they  were  up  to 
something  that  might  be  Injurious  to  him. 

But  look  as  they  might  they  could  not  see  the  least  sign  of 
anything  that  would  show  that  there  was  anyone  living 
there. 

However,  both  were  willing  to  admit  that  they  might  have 


missed  some  little  path  that  turned  from  the  one  the/  had 
been  following. 

But  they  kept  right  on,  and  when  nearly  half  a  mile  had 
been  covered  they  suddenly  came  upon  fresh  hoof-prlats. 

“Great  gimlets!”  the  scout  exclaimed,  as  he  came  to  a  stop 
and  pointed  at  them.  "What  do  you  think  of  that.  Wild?” 

“I  reckon  that  Old  Saul  isn’t  the  only  one  who  Is  hanging 
around  here,”  was  the  reply. 

"That’s  a  dead  sure  thing.  Let’s  see  If  we  kin  find  out 
about  how  many  horses  crossed  this  here  path.” 

“That’s  easy  enough  to  tell,  Charlie.  There  were  four  of 
them.” 

"Then  we  know  who’s  here.” 

“Yes,  Link  Levison  and  his  men  are  here,  Charlie.” 

“S’pose  we  go  an’  look  for  ’em.  Maybe  they’ve  stopped. 
Accordin’  to  the  looks  of  these  tracks  they  was  goin’  straight 
for  the  lake.” 

“That’s  just  what  w'e’ll  do.  Now',  then,  don’t  say  any  more, 
but  come  right  along.  Don’t  make  a  sound,  either." 

The  two  promptly  turned  from  the  path  and  follow'ed  the 
hoof-prints,  which  showed  plainly  in  the  soft  earth. 

Through  a  rather  thick  patch  of  undergrowth  they  w’ent, 
and  then  the  blue  waters  of  the  lake  could  be  seen  before 
them. 

Pushing  on,  they  emerged  from  the  shrubbery  entirely,  and 
then  they  were  not  at  all  surprised  to  see  three  men  busy 
fixing  up  a  camp. 

Four  horses  were  tied  so  they  could  graze  upon  the  green 
grass  near  the  w'ater’s  edge,  but  only  three  men  could  be 
seen. 


“Wild,”  whispered  the  scout,  “we  sartinly  got  one  of  ’em 
that  time  we  all  shot  together.” 

“It  looks  that  way,  w'as  the  reply.  “But  don’t  get  excited. 
We’ll  just  creep  up  close  and  find  out  w'hat  they  are  talking 
about.  They  -seem  to  be  holding  quite  a  conversation.” 

Then  the  young  deadshot  crept  softly  along,  keeping  close 
to  the  bushes. 

Charlie  followed  him,  and  in  less  than  two  minutes  both 
were  crouching  behind  a  big  rock  within  a  few'  yards  of  the 
three  villains. 

It  was  not  much  that  Link  Levison  and  his  pards  had  in 
the  W'ay  of  a  camping  outfit.  ^ 

They  had  blankets  and  cooking  utensils  and  a  few’  prospect¬ 
ing  tools,  but  these  and  the  weapons  they  carried  w'ere  about 
all  of  their  outfit. 

They  had  found  a  rather  snug  spot  that  was  partly  covered 
by  an  overhanging  ledge,  and  when  the  two  got  close  enough 
to  hear  their  words  they  were  busy  placing  some  dry  grass 
and  leaves  under  the  ledge,  no  doubt  for  the  purpose  of 
forming  beds  to  sleep  upon. 

“Some  folks  might  call  this  a  mighty  putty  spot.  Link,"  the 
fellow  called  Bobby  observed,  when  he  had  smoothed  out  a 
blanket  over  the  pile  of  leaves  and  grass  and  turned  and 
looked  upon  the  lake, 

I  don  t  know  w'hat  they  would  call  it,”  w’as  the  rather 
gruff  reply.  “I  ain’t  got  no  eye  for  beauty.  This  is  nothin’ 
more  than  a  big  pond,  or  lake  some  might  call  it.  I  s'pose. 
There’s  plenty  of  ’em  in  different  parts  of  the  country,  an’ 
I’ve  seen  ’em  lots  of  times.” 

“Yes,  but  even  if  this  one  ain’t  what  you  kin  call  putty  it 
may  be  w'orth  a  w’hole  lot  to  us.  Think  of  the  treasure  what’s 
s’posed  to  be  layin’  at  the  bottom  of  it  somewhere." 

This  caused  Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  to 
prick  up  their  ears. 


The  scout  gave  his  companion  a  nudge,  but  Wild  mot’oned 
for  him  to  keep  silent. 

“There  might  be  two  or  three  treasures  layin’  at  the  bottom 
of  the  lake,”  Sneaky  spoke  up,  as  he  turned  and  looked  at  the 
broad  sheet  of  water.  “But  what  good  would  they  do  us  if 
we  didn’t  know  jest  where  they  was?  That  water  covers  a 
good  many  acres,  an  I  don  t  see  how  anyone  could  expect  to 
git  a  treasure  out  of  it  unless  he  knowed  jest  where  to  fish 
for  it.” 


^ou  know  how  we’re  goln’  to  try  an’  do  it.  don’t  ver?" 
Link  asked,  looking  at  the  speaker  in  a  way  that  told  plainly 
how'  Ignorant  he  thought  him  to  be. 

“Oh,  yes,  I  know,  T^ink.  We’re  goin’  to  make  th"  galoot 
they  call  Old  Saul  tell  us  about  it.  He  knows  jest  wliere  the 
treasure  is,  an’  you  kin  bet." 

“If  he  knowed  where  it  was  it’s  blamed  funnv  he  didn’t  cit 
it  himself  afore  this."  Bobby  observed,  with  a  shrug  of  the 
shoulders.  ' 

“Maybe  he  ean’t  do  it  alone."  Sneakv  sucerst^d 

“Three  ain’t  no  use  in  talkin’  about  it.  eaus.'  por.o  of 
knows  jest  what  we  re  goin’  to  do,"  the  leader  deelarra  with 
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a  of  tho  head.  “I  s’poso  the  best  thing  to  do  now, 

s-ir.,  ,  ;  V'  ihin;',s  all  ready  to  stop  here  for  a  while,  is 
to  i-  an  find  Old  Saul.” 

■'  nv.jiht  bt  a  nxighty  hard  thing  to  do,”  Bobby  an- 
SW-  Tv  d. 

X- vor  mind  how  hard  it’s  goin’  to  be.  He's  around  here 
sonivwhore.  if  he’s  alive,  but  he  might  have  died,  for  all  we 
know.  If  he  has  I  reckon  we’ve  come  up  here  for  nothin’. 
Let’s  go  an’  look  for  him  right  away.  I  reckon  everything 
will^b^  all  right  here  till  we  come  back.” 

“S  pcse  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  gang  is  somew’here 
around,"  suggested  Sneaky. 

“They’re  somewhere  around,  but  it  ain’t  likely  they’re  any¬ 
where  close  by.  We  didn’t  see  nothin’  of  ’em,  ’cause  we 
didn’t  go  straight  ahead  for  the  lake,  but  come  off  to  the  right, 
an’  then  turned  this  way.  We’ll  take  the  chances  on  it,  any¬ 
how.  Let's  go  an’  look  for  the  old  man.  He’s  the  one  w'e 
want.  I  reckon  he’ll  be  glad  enoubh  to  tell  us  all  about  this 
here  treasure  when  he  finds  out  that  we  mean  business.” 

Wild  and  Charlie  were  very  glad  they  had  come  upon  the 
fresh  hoof-prints  and  follow’ed  them. 

Now,  they  knew  pretty  well  that  there  w'as  some  sort  of 
treasure  lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  lake. 

Even  if  Hop  had  not  fished  out  the  old  boot  they  would  have 
taken  considerable  stock  in  what  the  villains  w'ere  talking 
about. 

They  remained  perfectly  quiet,  and  waited  for  the  three 
to  leave  the  spot. 

Link  and  his  two  companions  passed  within  a  few  feet  of 
them,  but  did  not  happen  to  look  that  way,  and  so  went  on 
to  the  edge  of  the  woods  and  then  began  following  the  shore 
of  the  lake. 

As  soon  as  they  got  behind  some  bushes  the  young  deadshot 
and  his  partner  arose  and  w'ent  after  them. 

They  kept  as  close  as  they  could  without  being  discovered, 
and  upon  reaching  the  top  of  a  little  hill  about  three  hundred 
yards  from  the  spot  where  the  villains  had  pitched  their 
camp  they  came  in  sight  of  a  dozen  or  more  evergreen  trees 
that  had  been  cut  down  and  were  leaning  against  the  face  of 
a  steep  bank. 

Wild  took  Charlie  by  the  arm  when  he  saw  Link  and  his 
companions  stealing  softly  toward  this  spot. 

"Charlie,”  he  whispered,  “it  looks  very  much  as  if  those 
trees  had  been  placed  in  that  position  to  cover  the  mouth  of 
a  cave.  I  wouldn’t  be  surprised  if  Old  Saul  is  living  there.” 

“Nor  I,  either.  Wild,”  was  the  reply.  “Them  measly  coyotes 
thinks  the  same  way,  too,  you  kin  bet  on  that.  See  how 
they’re  sneakin’  up.  They  want  to  git  the  old  feller  an’  make 
him  tell  all  about  that  treasure  they  was  talkin’  about.  I 
reckon  we’ll  be  on  hand  to  spoil  their  fun,  though.” 

“  You  can  bet  we  will,  Charlie.  Now,  then,  we’ll  get  a  little 
closer  and  then  wait  and  see  what  happens.” 

The  three  villains  were  rather  slow  about  approaching  the 
foot  of  tho  bank  where  the  trees  were  leaning  against  it. 

Wild  and  Charlie  crept  along  and  got  to  within  a  couple  of 
hundred  feet  of  the  spot,  and  then  sat  down  and  watched  from 
behind  a  clump  of  bushes. 

Revolver  in  hand.  Link  Levison  was  leading  the  way,  step¬ 
ping  as  cautiously  as  if  he  had  been  approaching  the  camp 
of  an  enemy. 

When  he  was  within  a  dozen  feet  of  the  spot  a  figure  sud¬ 
denly  appeared  from  behind  the  leaning  trees. 

It  was  Old  Saul. 

His  coat  of  skins  and  hat  had  been  removed,  and  he  now 
appeared  in  a  ragged  old  shirt  and  was  puffing  away  upon 
a  pipe. 

He  looked  out  toward  the  lake  and  then  turned  and  glanced 
to  the  left. 

Of  course  he  could  not  help  seeing  the  three  villains,  and 
the  instant  ho  did  so  he  gave  a  violent  start  and  leaped 
bark  behind  the  trees. 

"Hold  on,  there,  old  feller,"  Link  called  out,  as  he  sprang 
after  him.  “Wo  ain’t  goin’  to  hurt  you.  We  jest  want  to  do 
a  littl:  talkin’  with  yer,  that’s  all.” 

"O-;  away  from  here,”  came  from  behind  the  trees.  “If  you 
dor/f  I'll  shoot  you.” 

Tbs';  had  the  effect  of  causing  the  trio  to  stop  still  in  their 

track 

Th<  y  could  rot  see  Old  Saul,  but  they  knew  that  probably 
b«^  could  rs-s;  thr*rn. 

If  fc-  h»d  anything  to  shoot  them  with,  which  he  surely 
roust  th  y  would  run  a  great  risk  if  they  attempted 

t//  r  in  and  mpture  him. 

"j  t-  M  y' ^  wo  ain't  goin'  to  hurt  yer.  We  didn’t  come  here 
far  that  We're  prospectors,  we  are,  an’  when  we  seen  that 


it  looked  as  though  someone  was  livin’  here  we  thought  we 
would  slip  up  easy  an'  find  out.  What  are  you  afraid  of,  old 
feller?  We’re  honest  men,  we  are.” 

"If  you  don’t  go  away  I’ll  shoot,”  came  the  reply,  in  a 
determined  tone  of  voice. 

"That’s  a  fine  way  to  use  three  strangers,  I  reckon,”  Link 
answered,  as  he  started  to  walk  back  slowly. 

“Come  on,  Charlie,’’  Wild  whispered.  “Let’s  go  over  there 
and  surprise  those  fellows.” 

“Right  yer  are.  Wild,”  was  the  quick  reply,  and  then  tho 
two  arose  from  behind  the  bushes  and  walked  rapidly  toward 
the  trio. 

They  were  not  seen  until  they  were  within  a  few  yards  of 
them,  for  Link  and  his  two  companions  were  keeping  a  sharp 
watch  upon  the  spot  where  they  had  last  seen  Old  Saul. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you  fellows?”  Wild  called  out.  In 
his  cool  and  easy  way.  “Trying  to  get  hold  of  the  old  man, 
eh?  Want  to  make  him  tell  you  about  the  treasure  of  the 
lake,  do  you?  Well,  this  is  what  I  call  pretty  good.” 

The  three  villains  were  dumfounded,  and  no  doubt  they 
forgot  all  about  Old  Saul  for  the  moment,  for  the  appearance 
of  Wild  and  Charlie  was  'entirely  unexpected  to  them. 

Our  two  friends  each  held  a  revolver  ready  for  use,  so  Link 
and  his  pards  realized  instantly  that  it  would  not  be  wise  for 
them  to  put  up  a  fight  or  even  to  try  and  run  away. 

“We  ain’t  done  nothin’  to  him.  Young  Wild  West,”  Bobby 
declared,  for  he  was  the  first  to  find  the  use  of  his  tongue.  “I 
reckon  we’ve  got  as  much  right  here  as  anyone  else.  We 
come  along  an'  seen  the  old  feller  as  he  come  out  from  behind 
them  cedar  trees  what’s  piled  agin  the  bank.  He  run  back 
agin  when  he  seen  us,  an’  told  us  if  we  didn’t  git  away  he 
would  shoot  us.” 

“Never  mind  telling  any  lies  about  it,”  Wild  answered, 
coolly.  “We  were  listening  to  you  while  you  were  talking  at 
your  camp,  and  we  know  exactly  what  you  wanted  of  the 
old  man.  Now,  don’t  try  to  make  any  more  excuses.  You 
came  to  look  for  him.  Intending  after  you  found  him  to  force 
him  to  tell  you  about  some  sort  of  treasure  that’s  supposed  to 
be  at  the  bottom  of  the  lake.  That’s  all  there  is  to  it.” 

“Been  spyin’  on  us,  boys,”  Link  said,  half  angrily.  “It 
seems  that  we  don’t  stand  no  show  at  all.  Jest  ’cause  we  got 
in  a  little  argument  about  the  buck  I  shot  at  this  mornin’ 
Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards  is  down  on  us.” 

“Say,  Link,”  Wild  asked,  “where’s  the  other  fellow?  There 
were  four  of  you  this  morning.” 

“I  reckon  you  know  about  where  he  is,”  was  the  reply. 
“He’s  dead  an’  buried.  You  shot  him.” 

“I  am  sorry  if  I  did.  But  I’ll  tell  you  straight  that  I  saw 
no  one  when  I  fired.  My  two  partners  fired  at  the  same 
time,  and  it  might  be  that  one  of  the  bullets  found  its  billet.” 

“I  reckon  two  of  ’em  hit  poor  Healer.  He  was  dead  as  a 
door-nail,  anyhow.  You  think  you  done  a  smart  thing.” 

“What  did  Healer  think  he  was  doing  when  he  was  firing 
at  us?” 

“That  ain’t  got  nothin’  to  do  with  me.” 

“Oh,  yes,  it  has.  I’ll  bet  if  the  truth  were  known  you  sent 
Healer  to  shoot  at  us.  Now,  what  did  you  want  to  kill  us 
for,  after  we  were  good  enough  to  let  you  go  and  take  the 
buck  with  you.” 

“There  ain’t  no  use  in  arguin’  about  it.  Young  Wild  West,” 
Link  declared,  acting  very  much  as  if  he  thought  the  inter¬ 
view  should  end  right  then  and  there.  You  mind  your  own 
business  and  we’ll  mind  ours.  Come  on,  boys.” 

He  made  a  move  as  if  to  leave  the  spot,  but  Wild  stepped 
forward  quickly  and  said: 

“Stay  right  where  you  are.  You  can’t  go  yet.” 

At  this  juncture  Old  Saul  came  out  from  behind  the  cedars. 

“I’m  glad  you  an’  your  pard  come.  Young  Wild  West,”  he 
called  out.  “While  I  sartinly  would  have  shot  them  three 
fellers  if  they  tried  to  git  into  my  cave  after  me,  I  might 
have  made  a  miss  of  it  an’  then  they  would  have  got  me. 
I’m  awful  glad  they  didn’t  try  it,  ’cause  I  don’t  want  the 
blood  of  no  one  on  my  hands.” 

“That’s  right,  Saul.  I  don’t  blame  you  for  saying  that.  You 
feel  about  the  same  way  as  I  do.” 

Then  the  boy  thought  for  a  moment,  and  deciding  that  it 
would  do  them  no  good  to  make  the  three  men  prisoners,  the 
best  thing  would  be  to  order  them  to  leave  the  place, 

“Link,”  he  said,  turning  to  the  leader  of  the  trio,  “If  you 
are  wise  you  will  light  out  and  leave  the  vicinity  of  the 
lako.  You  are  not  wanted  here.  Now,  then,  go.” 

The  three  men  were  certainly  surprised  at  hearing  this, 
but  after  looking  at  each  other,  they  quickly  turned  and  hur^ 
ried  back  In  the  direction  of  their  camp. 
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CH A in'KR  VI. 

OM»  S  vt'r.  ItlXS  AUOt'T  THE  TRE.\3l  lti:. 

Old  Raul  aiip*.arc-d  to  be  quite  worried  as  he  watched  Link 
and  his  pards  hurry  away. 

When  they  had  disappeared  from  view  he  walked  out  close 
to  where  Wild  and  Charlie  were  standing  and  shaking  his 
head  aoleuiuly,  said: 

“it’s  too  bad  that  them  fellers  found  me.  I  know'  what 
they’re  up  to,  an’  so  do  you,  it  seems.” 

"But  v/e  didn’t  know  until  we  heard  them  talking  a  little 
while  ago,"  Wild  answered,  in  his  cool  and  easy  w'ay. 

"You’re  tellln’  the  truth.  Young  Wild  West,  an’  I  know  it,” 
the  old  man  said,  after  he  had  looked  at  the  boy  in  silence  for 
a  moment. 

"Well,  I  pride  myself  on  always  telling  the  truth,  Saul. 
But  what  is  the  trouble,  anyhow?  W’e  made  up  our  minds 
right  after  meeting  you  that  you  were  hanging  around  the 
lake  for  some  purpose.  After  hearing  the  conversation  of 
the  three  rascals  a  little  while  ago  w'e  are  convinced  that  you 
-are  here  in  search  of  a  treasure  that  is  lying  at  the  bottom  of 
the  lake.  Am  I  right  or  wrong?" 

"I  s’pose  you’re  right,”  the  old  man  answered,  with  some 
degree  of  reluctance.  ‘Tve  been  huntin’  for  that  treasure  for 
a  mighty  long  time,  an'  I  ain’t  found  it  yet.  But  I  know  it’s 
here." 

HLs  eyes  brightened  as  he  said  the  last,  and  then  a  wistful 
look  showed  In  them  as  he  turned  and  gazed  out  upon  the 
lake. 

■What  sort  of  a  treasure  Is  it,  Saul?  Maybe  we  can  help 
you  lind  it.  1  assure  you  that  we  won’t  lay  claim  to  it  if  we 
do.  Now,  then,  you  can  be  perfectly  free  with  us.  Tell  us 
all  about  It.” 

"Well,  there  ain’t  an  awful  lot  to  tell.  But  won’t  you  come 
hi  my  cave  an’  set  down?” 

"1  reckon  we  can  sit  down  here  just  as  well.  We’ll  take  a 
look  in  your  cave  before  we  go,  though.  Now,  then,  go  ahead, 
and  don’t  be  afraid  to  tell  all  you  know.  As  I  just  said,  we 
may  be  able  to  help  you  out.” 

The  young  deadshot  pointed  to  a  good-sized  rock  a  short 
distance  away,  and  going  to  it,  sat  down. 

Saul  quickly  joined  him,  and  the  scout  dropped  upon  the 
ground  before  them,  holding  his  rifle  ready  and  prepared  to 
keep  a  watch  in  case  the  three  villains  took  a  notion  to  return. 

“There’s  a  treasure  at  the  bottom  of  the  lake  all  right,”  the 
old  man  began,  as  he  again  looked  out  upon  the  water.  “I 
know  it,  cause  I  seen  it  with  my  own  eyes  an’  flngured  lots 
of  the  gold.  It’s  mostly  in  old  Spanish  money,  too,  Young 
Wild  West.  Me  an’  a  feller  named  Jim  Black  had  as  much 
as  thirty  thousand  dollars  in  gold  in  our  possession  once.  We 
was  fetchin  it  across  the  lake  In  a  boat,  which  we  had’  made 
after  two  or  three  months’  work,  when  the  boat  got  to  leakin’ 
an’  sunk.  1  jumped  out  when  I  found  out  it  was  goin’  down, 
but  poor  Jim  didn’t.  He  went  down  with  the  boat,  an’  I’ve 
never  seen  him  since.” 

Tears  showed  in  the  old  man’s  eyes  as  he  said  this,  and  he 
became  silent. 

“Go  on,  Saul,”  Wild  said,  coaxingly.  “Don’t  be  afraid  to 
tell  US  all  about  it." 

“There  ain’t  nothin’  more  to  tell,  only  that  I’ve  been  livin’ 
around  here  for  a  mighty  long  time  tryin’  hard  to  find  a  way 
to  git  the  gold  what’s  In  the  boat.  You  see,”  he  added,  shak¬ 
ing  his  head  sadly,  “when  I  went  away  from  here  after  I’d 
tried  for  a  week  or  two  to  find  a  way  to  git  Jim’s  body  an’ 
give  it  decent  burial  an’  git  some  of  the  gold,  I  forgot  to  make 
any  marks  so  I'd  know  jest  where  the  boat  went  down  when 
I  come  back.  When  I  did  come  back  things  had  changed  a 
little,  ’cause  there  had  been  a  high  wind  an'  trees  was  blowed 
down  all  around.  You  kin  see  some  of  ’em  layin’  on  the 
ground  now." 

“Yes,  we  noticed  there  were  quite  a  few  trees  rotting  on 
the  ground.  So  you  lost  the  location,  did  you?” 

“Yes,  I  did,  an’  I’ve  been  tryin’  to  find  the  spot  ever  since." 

“Mighty  funny  that  you  could  forgit  where  it  was," 
Cheyenne  Charlie  spoke  up. 

"I  must  be  putty  dumb,  that’s  all,"  and  Old  Saul  shook  his 
head.  “But  when  you  come  to  think  of  It,  the  shore  all 
around  the  lake  seems  to  be  much  the  same.” 

“It  docs  look  putty  much  alike,  that’s  sartln.  But  you 
ougbter  remember  about  where  the  place  was." 

“I  was  sick  for  a  Jong  time  with  the  fever  right  after  that, 
an’  I’ve  been  somewhat  muddled  up  ever  since.  But  I’ll  find 
It  gome  time,  an’  that  treasure,  half  of  which  is  mine,  v.lll  be 


got  out  of  the  lake.  I’ll  find  what’s  left  of  poor  Jim's  b  >dy, 
too,  an’  see  that  It’s  given  decent  burial." 

Then  the  old  fellow  began  talking  In  a  rambling  way,  and 
it  was  easy  for  Wild  aud  Charlie  to  understand  that  he  waa 
not  altogether  right  in  the  head. 

Finally  he  brightened  up  a  little,  aud  nodding  to  them 
pleasantly,  said: 

"Come  in  an'  look  at  my  cave.  I've  got  a  snug  little  place 
here.  I’ve  prided  myself  a  whole  lot  on  livin’  here  all  by 
myself  without  no  one  knovvin’  where  I  was.  But  it  seems 
nov/  that  it’s  all  over  with.  I  can’t  live  in  private  no  longer. 

He  turned  rather  abruptly  and  walked  straight  to  the 
cedars  that  were  propped  against  the  bank. 

The  young  deadshot  and  the  scout  followed  him,  and  soon 
found  themselves  looking  into  a  good-sized  cave,  which  seemed 
to  be  quite  dry  and  comfortable. 

Skins  w'ere  hanging  from  the  rocky  walls,  and’  also  part 
of  the  natural  floor  was  carpeted  with  them. 

The  cave  extended  away  back,  and  light  was  admitted  at 
the  other  end. 

“Here’s  where  I  sleep,  an’  I  might  as  well  say  it’s  a  sort  of 
reception  room,  too,”  Old  Saul  said,  with  something  like 
levity.  “My  kitchen  is  in  the  back.  There’s  a  big  openin’  In 
the  ground  back  there,  which  looks  like  a  big  well,  ’cause  the 
sides  run  up  so  steep  that  even  a  mountain  goat  couldn’t 
think  of  climbin’  ’em.  I  do  my  cookin’  out  there,  an’  I’ve 
got  quite  a  little  fireplace  rigged  up.  Come  on,  you  might  a« 
well  see  the  whole  thing.” 

They  followed  him  on  through  the  cave,  noticing  that 
everything  looked  very  clean  and  neat,  though  there  was  a 
touch  of  barbarism  about  it  that  w'as  bound  to  be  noticed. 

Reaching  the  other  end  they  saw,  sure  enough,  that  there 
was  a  well-like  opening  there,  with  what  might  be  called  a 
natural  doorway  just  about  high  enough  to  permit  a  man  to 
walk  through  without  touching  his  head. 

Under  a  ledge  outside  was  a  rudely  constructed  fireplace. 

It  was  built  entirely  of  stones  and  cemented  on  the  outside 
with  mud,  which  had  long  since  hardened  until  It  was  almost 
like  real  mortar. 

Near  this  hung  a  few  cooking  utensils,  and  at  one  corner 
well  out  of  the  way  was  a  sort  of  closet,  or  storeroom. 

“I’ve  been  makin’  out  putty  well,”  Old  Saul  said,  as  h.e 
went  to  the  latter  place  and  pulled  aside  the  curtain  of  skins. 
“I’ve  got  quite  a  stock  of  grub, in  here  now,  though  my  flour 
is  about  gone.  It  ain’t  very  often  I  have  anything  in  fne  way 
of  bread,  ’cause  I  ain’t  been  able  to  raise  enough  corn  or 
wheat  to  make  what  I  need.  It’s  too  far  to  the  nearest  settle¬ 
ment  for  me  to  go  very  often,  but  when  I  do  go  I  generally 
fetches  back  all  I  kin  carry.” 

“I  suppose  you  have  a  horse  or  two?"  Wild  asked,  looking 
at  him  curiously. 

“No,  when  I  go  anywhere  I  go  on  foot.” 

“You  certainly  can’t  carry  very  much  back  with  you,  then. 
How  long  did  you  say  you  have  lived  here?" 

“I  can’t  tell  exactly.  You  see,  I  ain’t  kept  no  reckonin’  of 
the  time.  Maybe  it  might  be  five  years,  or  it  might  be  more. 
It  seems  like  an  age  since  poor  Jim  went  down  to  the  bottom 
of  the  lake  with  the  boat-load  of  Spanish  gold.  I’ve  often 
thought  what  fools  we  was  to  put  sich  a  load  in  It  an*  try 
to  git  across  the  lake,  when  we  could  have  took  longer  an' 
carried  It  around.  But  you  see  we  had  an  idea  that  the  lake 
went  to  some  river,  an'  if  we  sailed  down  the  river  we  might 
find  a  town  or  settlement.  I  found  out  since  that  there  ain’t 
no  river,  though.  The  lake  ain’t  got  no  outlet,  as  far  as  I 
kin  see. ' 

"You  know  about  how  far  from  the  shore  you  were  when 
the  boat  went  down,  don’t  you?" 

Yes,  I  know  that  much.  Sometimes  I  think  it  was  over 
that  way,"  pointing  to  the  left,  “an’  then  agin  I  think  it  was 
right  out  In  front  of  here.  I  remember  that  there  was  a  steep 
bank  runnin'  along  the  same  as  there  is  here.  But  every 
time  I  try  to  think  exactly  about  it  I  git  all  muddled  up." 

Then  he  began  talking  incoherently  again,  so  Wild  and 
Charlie  waited  and  said  nothing. 

It  was  strange  how  quickly  he  could  brighten  up.  however, 
and  a  few  minutes  later  he  was  again  explaining  how  oom* 
fortably  he  had  been  living,  and  showing  them  his  cookin* 
utensils. 

I  ve  got  a  nice  little  field  where  I  raise  considerable  stuff." 
he  went  on.  “It  lays  about  u  quarter  of  a  mile  from  hero  an* 
it’s  hid  putty  well.  I  ll  show  It  to  you  sometime.  Mavbe  vou 
don  t  feel  like  goin'  there  jest  now." 

“Net  Just  now,  Saul,"  Wild  answered.  “I  reckon  we  had 
better  go  on  outside  again,  for  there’s  no  telling  but  wbal  tha 
three  rascals  might  be  smaklag  back.  If  th,  y  should  happen 
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tp  cfttPb  u»  In  hpr«  and  be  hiding  when  we  go  out  they  could 
shvwt  ue  down  quite  easily.** 

*  l'*c  v-'u  think  they  wnuld  be  bad  enough  to  do  that?*’  and 
the  o’d  fellow  looked  at  him  la  surprise. 

“I  certainly  do.  Link  Levlson,  as  the  leader  Is  called, 
wonld  do  anything  If  he  thought  ho  was  going  to  gain  by  It.” 

“I  don't  know  them  fellers,”  and  the  old  man  shook  hla 
be«d  and  acted  as  if  he  was  trying  to  think. 

“No.  hut  they  knew  you  were  here.  They  got  the  Informa¬ 
tion  in  settle  way.  Maybe  vou  didn’t  have  any  idea  just  how 
th^*,'  ^o!  1T.“ 

“I  don't  know  as  I  ever  told  my  business  to  anyone,  though 
I  r-.iirht  have  rt.ine  it  when  I  wasn’t  exactly  myself,”  and  then 
he  began  pondering  again. 

Feeling  that  they  had  seen  all  they  wanted  to  just  then. 
Wild  and  Charlie  turned  and  went  back  Into  the  cave. 

Old  Saul  followed  them,  and  soon  they  were  outside  again. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  seen  of  Link  and  his  partners, 
which  showed  that  they  must  have  either  gone  back  to  their 
camp  or  thought  it  advisable  to  keep  away  from  the  place  for 
a  while. 

“Saul,"  said  Wild,  after  he  had  made  sure  that  there  was 
no  one  around,  “do  you  know'  anything  about  a  boot  that  con¬ 
tained  some  of  the  treasure  being  in  the  lake?” 

I  “What!”  exclaimed  the  old  man,  starting  violently. 

“Yes,  an  old  boot  that  contained  a  bag  of  Spanish  gold.” 

“I  sartlnly  do.  But  w’hat  do  you  ask  me  slch  a  thing  as 
that  for?  Did  them  three  fellers  say  anything  like  that?” 

,  “No,  they  didn’t  say  anything  about  it.  But  one  of  our 
Chinamen,  w'hile  fishing  a  short  time  before  w'e  came  here, 
caught  an  old  ‘boot  upon  his  hook,  and  when  It  was  pulled 
ashore  we  found  it  contained  a  buckskin  bag  that  w'as  filled 
with  gold  coins." 

“That  W'as  mine!”  the  old  man  cried,  eagerly.  “When  I 
was  makin’  for  the  shore  I  had  It  with  me,  but  I  found  I 
couldn’t  handle  it  an’  swim  at  the  same  time,  so  I  let  It  go. 
If  you  found  that  boot  the  sunken  boat  ain’t  more  than  fifty 
yards  from  it.  Where  was  it?” 

“I’ll  show  you  the  exact  si>ot.  Just  come  with  ua,  wdll  you?” 

“Yes,  yes,”  and  then  the  old  man  showed  more  activity 
than  he  had  yet  done  since  they  met  him. 

He  was  as  eager  as  a  child  going  to  a  circus,  and  was 
inclined  to  run  when  they  started  back  In  the  direction  of  the 
camp  with  him. 

Not  wishing  to  let  the  villains  know  w'here  they  were.  Wild 
and  Charlie  followed  the  path  w'hich  they  had  left  upon  seeing 
'the  tracks  of  the  horses,  and  in  a  short  time  they  came  In 
sight  of  their  friends,  who  were  no  doubt  waiting  anxiously 
for  them. 

,  Jim  and  the  girls  ran  to  meet  them,  and  then  Hop  came 
"^long,  looking  rather  curious,  for  It  seemed  that  he  could 
tell  that  something  of  Importance  had  occurred. 

“You  findee  um  old  man,  Mlsler  Wild?”  he  said,  questlon- 
Ingly. 

“Yes,  we  found  him  all  right,  and  we  found  three  of  the 
villains  we  met  this  morning,  too.  The  fourth  Is  dead,  so  we 
learned.” 

“We  knowee  lat,  Mlsler  Wild.  When  you  and  Misler  Charlie 
and  Misler  Jim  allee  samee  shootee  you  fixee  um  bad  Melican 
man.  Me  knowee  lat.” 

Wild  explained  in  a  few  words  how  they  had  made  out,  and 
then  turning  to  Old  Saul,  who  was  acting  in  a  bewildered 
sort  of  way  again,  he  said: 

“Come,  wake  up,  Saul.  Hop  is  going  to  show  you  the  boot,” 

“Oh!”  and  the  unfortunate  fellow  who  had  spent  such  a 
‘^ong  time  in  trying  to  locate  the  spot  where  the  boat  had 
gone  down,  brightened  up  Instantly. 

Hop  lost  no  time  in  getting  the  boot  and  fetching  It. 

Old  Saul  picked  it  up  and  fondled  It  as  If  It  had  been  a 
kittle  child. 

“It’s  mine.  It’s  mine!”  he  exclaimed. 

Wild  then  got  the  bag  of  gold  coins  and  handed  It  to  him. 

“This  Is  yours,  too,”  the  boy  said. 

He  hesitated  about  taking  It,  but  finally  did  so  when  he 
■aw  that  the  boy  surely  meant  that  he  should  have  It. 

-^Now,  then,"  Wild  said,  taking  him  by  the  arm  and  leading 
b.m  toward  the  bank  of  the  lake,  “I’ll  show  yooi  exactly 
•Ehore  the  boot  was  found.” 

He  pointed  out  Into  the  water  to  about  the  exact  spot,  and 
then  tne  old  man  danced  wildly  about. 

..t  fifty  yards  straight  out  is  where  the  boat  went 
dowr  "  b«  cried.  “I  know  It  now,  I  know  it  now.  But,”  he 
shaking  b1i  head,  “the  water  is  very  deep." 

“It  *  alt  light.  I  reckon  we’ll  find  some  way  to  get  down  to 
boat.  You  leave  that  to  u».  We’ll  find  the  treasure  for 


you.  and  we  won't  ask  anything  for  doing  It.  It  will  be  a 
pleasure  to  us,  for  this  is  a  little  out  of  our  usual  line,  and 
it  will  do  us  good  to  have  a  little  treasure  hunting  for  a 
change." 

Our  friends  really  had  nothing  with  them  that  would  help 
them  a  great  deal  In  the  work. 

But  Wild  got  to  thinking,  and  after  a  while  he  decided  that 
about  the  best  thing  to  do  would  be  to  swim  out  to  the  place 
and  then  try  and  dive  to  the  bottom  and  ’find  out  if  there 
was  a  sunken  boat  there. 

Old  Saul  had  taken  a  seat  upon  the  ground,  and  he  re¬ 
mained  perfectly  still,  holding  his  head  in  his  hands. 

When  Wild  finally  turned  and  spoke  to  him  he  made  no 
answer,  and  acted  very  much  as  if  he  were  asleep. 

But  he  was  not. 

He  was  simply  dazed,  and  seemed  as  If  he  had  lost  all 
memory. 

“Wake  up,  old  feller,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  called  out,  cheerily. 
“You’re  all  right.  You’re  goin’  to  git  your  treasure,  an’  then 
you'll  go  back  to  civilization  an’  live  like  a  king.” 

But  he  paid  no  attention  to  this,  so  the  young  deadshot 
nodded  to  the  scout  and  said: 

“Let  him  alone,  Charlie.  His  brain  Is  a  little  out  of  order, 
and  the  best  thing  to  do  Is  to  let  him  have  his  own  way 
about  It.  The  excitement  of  having  discovered  the  exact  spot 
where  the  boat  sank  with  his  partner  has  upset  him  com¬ 
pletely,  it  seems.” 

Jim  Dart  offered  to  swim  out  and  try  and  dive  to  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  the  lake. 

It  was  not  an  easy  thing  to  do  if  the  water  was  very  de%'p, 
since  he  would  have  no  chance  to  give  him  an  Impetus  that 
would  bring  him  to  the  bottom. 

Jim  retired  to  the  tent  and  soon  came  out  wearing  nothing 
but  an  old  shirt  and  a  pair  of  trousers. 

He  promptly  plunged  into  the  lake  and  swam  out  toward 
the  spot  where  Wild  directed  him. 

Then  the  boy  dove  beneath  the  surface,  remaining  over  bBlf 
a  minute. 

When  he  came  up  and  got  his  breath  he  shook  his  head. 

“I  couldn’t  find  anything,”  he  called  out.  “I’ll  go  a  ll€tle 
farther  to  the  left.” 

“All  right,  Jim,”  Wild  answered.  “Try  It.” 

Jim  did  so,  but  the  result  was  the  same. 

Then  he  went  to  the  right  and  failed  to  find  anything, 
though  he  declared  that  he  could  easily  touch  the  bottom. 

He  kept  on  trying,  swimming  about  here  and  there  and 
diving  many  times. 

So  engrossed  were  our  hero  and  the  rest  In  watching  Jim 
that  they  paid  no  attention  to  the  old  man  they  had  left 
sitting  upon  the  bank. 

But  suddenly  Hop  looked  around  and  discovered  that  he 
was  no  longer  there. 

“Um  old  Melican  man  allee  samee  gone,  Misler  Wild!”  he 
exclaimed. 

“By  jingo!  ”  the  young  deadshot  cried.  “What  is  the  matter 
with  him,  anyhow?  Why  couldn’t  he  wait  a  while?  I  sup¬ 
pose  he  has  gone  back  to  his  cave,  and  If  those  villains 
happen  to  be  on  the  watch  they’ll  get  him  this  time  surely. 
I  reckon  we  had  better  go  and  look  for  him,  Charlie.  Come 
on  with  me.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  gave  a  nod,  and  then  the  two  promptly 
set  out  to  find  Old  Saul. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  VILLAINS  LAT  THEIB  PLANS. 

Link  Levlson  and  his  two  pards  did  not  stop  until  they 
got  to  their  camp. 

They  had  met  with  a  big  setback,  but  they  were  just  as 
eager  to  get  revenge  upon  Young  Wild  West  as  they  had  been 
before. 

They  were  also  bent  upon  finding  the  treasure,  and  they 
did  not  mean  to  let  the  young  deadshot  and  his  friends  prevent 
them  from  doing  so. 

However,  when  they  came  right  to  the  point,  none  of  them 
could  offer  a  suggestion  as  to  how  they  would  accomplish  their 
purpose. 

But  they  all  seemed  to  know  that  the  first  thing  they  must 
do  was  to  dispose  of  those  who  were  against  them. 

They  talked  It  over,  but  were  a  long  time  coming  to  any 
conclusion. 

Finally  Link,  who  really  possessed  a  better  head  than  the 
other  two,  arose  to  his  feet  and,  looking  at  his  companions, 
said: 
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“The  first  thing  to  do  Is  to  find  out  where  Young  Wild  West’s  | 
camp  is.  boys,  l^et’s  do  that  right  away.” 

“I  was  thUikin’  of  that  myself,”  Bobby  declared,  as  he  arose 
to  h’s  feet. 

“So  was  I,”  Sneaky  added. 

“Why  didn’t  you  say  somethin’  about  it,  then?” 

Neither  of  them  made  a  reply  to  this,  but  waited  for  him 
to  set  out  from  the  camp. 

“I  s’pose  you  know,”  Link  observed,  after  a  short  silence, 
“that  if  they  ketch  us  sneakin’  around  they’ll  be  apt  to  shoot 
us.  That  means  that  we’ve  got  to  go  at  it  putty  sly.  Now 
then,  we’ll  jest  climb  a  tree,  or  git  to  the  top  of  the  hill  an’ 
take  a  look  around.  Maybe  we  kin  see  where  they  are  in  that 
way.  ” 

“I  was  thinkin’  of  climbin’  a  tree,  too,”  Sneaky  observed. 

“You  was,  eh?  Why  didn’t  you  say  somethin’  'about  it, 
then?” 

“I  don’t  know  jest  why  I  didn’t.  Link.” 

“Well,  don’t  say  no  more  about  it,  then.” 

They  walked  along  the  foot  of  the  bank  that  lay  about  fifty 
yards  from  the  edge  of  the  lake,  and  then  climbed  up  a  rather 
steep  ascent. 

There  were  a  few  trees  there,  and  pausing  at  the  foot  of  one 
of  them  the  leader  turned  to  his  companions  and  said: 

“Now  then,  who’s  goin’  to  climb  this  tree  an’  take  a  look 
aj;ound.  I  will  say  that  I  ain’t  much  on  climbin’  myself. 
Maybe  one  of  you  fellers  is  putty  good  at  it.” 

*ril  go  up  that  tree,”  Bobby  said,  quickly.  “Anybody  could 
climb  a  tree  like  that.” 

“Go  on  an’  take  a  good  look  around,  an’  then  let  us  know 
what  you  see.” 

The  villain  was  not  long  in  climbing  the  tree,  and  when  he 
was  half  way  up  he  looked  off  to  the  left  and  then  called  out, 
excitedly: 

“I  see  the  camp,  boys.  They’ve  got  two  tents  up.  It  ain’t 
half  a  mile  from  here.  There  they  are  on  the  bank.  Jingo! 
one  of  ’em  is  in  swimmin’,  blamed  if  he  ain’t.” 

“In  swimmin’!  ”  Link  called  out  from  below. 

“That’s  right.  He’s  divin’  about.  Must  be  lookin’  for  the 
treasure,  I  reckon.  But  hello!  there’s  Old  Saul.  He  jest  got 
up  an’  he’s  imnnin’  this  way  like  as  if  somethin’  was  after 
him.” 

“He  is,  eh?  I  reckon  you  had  better  come  down  the  tree  in 
a  hurry,  then.  We’ll  git  back  to  his  cave  an’  git  him  when  he 
comes.  Then  maybe  we’ll  find  out  all  we  want  to  know  about 
the  treasure.  If  we  do  that  once  we’ll  have  a  mighty  good 
start,  ’cause  then  all  we’ve  got  to  do  is  to  elean  up  Young 
Wild  West  an’  his  pards  an’  take  charge  of  them  gals.  The 
tv.'o  Chinamen  kin  be  dumped  into  the  lake  along  with  the 
rest  of  ’em.  The  gals  will  make  us  good  wives  when  they  find 
%ut  there  ain’t  nothin’  better  for  ’em  to  do.” 

Bobby  came  down  the  tree  in  a  hurry. 

All  three  were  very  much  excited,  he  especially,  for  he  had 
seen  what  he  had  told  them,  and  they  merely  had  to  accept 
what  he  said. 

Link  set  out  hurriedly  In  the  direction  of  the  old  man’s 
cave,  the  others  following  him,  each  holding  a  revolver  in  his 
hand,  as  if  they  felt  that  they  might  be  attacked*  before  they 
got  there. 

Half  way  to  the  spot  the  leader  paused. 

“You’re  sure  they  was  all  there,  ain’t  yer?” 

“Dead  sure  of  it.  Young  Wild  West  an’  the  pard  w'hat  was 
with  him  over  here  was  on  the  bank  with  the  three  gals  an’ 
the  two  Chinamen.  The  other  one  was  swimmin’  in  the  lake 
an’  divin’  now  an’  then.” 

“An’  you’re  sure  Old  Saul  was  runnin’  this  way?” 

“Sartin  sure  of  it.  I  seen  him  with  my  own  eyes.  Ain’t 
that  proof  enough?” 

“Yes,  I  s’pose  it  is.  But  you  might  have  got  so  excited  you 
didn’t  know'  what  you  was  lookin’  at.” 

“Don’t  think  that.  Link.  I  ain’t  no  fool.  I’ve  got  as  good 
eyesight  as  any  man  livin’,  an’  what  I’ve  told  yer  Is  nothin’ 
but  the  truth.” 

Link  seemed  to  be  satisfied,  and  he  set  out  at  a  faster  gait. 

They  reached  the  cave  without  seeing  any  one,  and  without 
any  hesitation  passed  around  under  the  trees  that  concealed 
the  entrance. 

IvOoklng  inside  and  finding  no  one  there,  they  felt  quite  cer¬ 
tain  that  they  were  going  to  win  out. 

“Jest  keep  cool  now,  boys.”  Link  advised,  as  he  wiped  the 
perspiration  from  his  brow  upon  the  sleeve  of  his  ragged  coat. 
“We  had  a  putty  good  start  of  the  old  galoot,  an’  we’ve  got 
here  in  lime.  Now  then,  all’s  we’ve  got  to  do  is  to  hide  an’ 
wait  for  him  to  come.” 

There  were  plenty  of  chances  for  them  to  conceal  them¬ 


selves,  but  they  had  scarcely  done  so  when  they  beard  foot¬ 
steps  outside. 

“Here  he  comes,”  whispered  the  leader  of  the  trio,  exultant¬ 
ly.  “Now  then,  jest  wait  till  he  gits  Inside  an*  then  we'll 
give  him  the  biggest  surprise  he  ever  had  in  his  life.  Wc’ll 
fix  up  the  old  galoot  so  he’ll  be  glad  enough  to  tell  us  all  about 
the  treasure  of  the  lake.” 

A  moment  later  Old  Saul  walked  in,  shaking  his  hci  ’  nd 
looking  about  him  in  a  puzzled  way,  as  if  he  did  not  ..now 
exactly  w'here  he  was. 

He  was  just  about  to  drop  upon  a  pile  of  skins  that  lay  in  a 
corner  when  the  three  villains  sprang  from  their  concealment 
and  rushed  upon  him. 

“Hands  up,  you  old  galoot!”  cried  Link,  a  fiendish  smile 
showing  on  his  face  as  he  spoke.  “We’ve  got  you  dead  to 
rights  now,  an’  if  you  don’t  do  jest  w'hat  w'e  say  an’  tell  us  all 
we  want  to  know,  w'e’ll  kill  yer  an’  chuck  your  old  carcass 
into  the  lake.” 

The  old  man  was  taken  completely  by  surprise. 

He  uttered  a  startled  cry,  and  then  promptly  threw  up  his 
hands. 

“Don’t  kill  me,”  he  cried.  “I  ain’t  done  anything  wrong.” 

“We  won’t  kill  yer  if  you  tell  us  where  that  treasure  is,” 
Link  answered,  as  he  placed  the  muzzle  of  his  revolver  close 
to  the  old  man’s  nose. 

“It’s  in  the  lake,  it’s  in  the  lake,”  came  the  reply.  “I  jest 
remember.  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  friends  is  lookin’  for  it 
now.  They’ll  find  it,  too,  ’cause  they  found  the  boot  already.” 

“Found  the  boot!”  echoed  Link,  in  surprise.  “What  do  you 
mean  by  that?” 

“The  boot  that  had  the  bag  of  gold  in  it  that  I  was  swim¬ 
min’  ashore  with  but  had  to  drop  afore  I  got  there.” 

This  was  news  to  the  three,  but  they  felt  that  it  'was  good 
news  at  that. 

“I’ve  got  the  bag  of  gold,  too.  Young  Wild  West  give  it  to 
me,”  w'ent  on  Old  Saul,  excitedly. 

Then  he  dropped  his  hands  and  quickly  produced  the  w'ater- 
soaked  buckskin  bag. 

Holding  their  revolvers  close  to  his  head,  the  three  waited 
until  he  had  dumped  some  of  the  contents  into  his  palm. 

“Thunder!”  cried  Bobby.  “That’s  Spanish  gold,  blamed  if 
it  ain’t.  It’s  the  kind  what  they  used  to  use  a  couple  of  hun¬ 
dred  years  or  so  ago.  Treasure,  eh?  I  reckon  there  must  be  a 
treasure  an’  a  very  big  one,  too,  in  that  there  lake.” 

“There’s  thirty  thousand  dollars’  worth  of  gold  lavin’  at 
the  bottom  if  there’s  a  dollar,”  the  old  man  cried,  excitedly. 
“But  you  fellers  will  never  git  it.  Young  Wild  West  is  goin’ 
to  git  it  out.” 

“Never  mind  about  that.  Young  Wild  West  might  live  long 
enough  to  git  it  out,  but  if  he  does  it  will  be  ours  jest  the 
same.  Now  then,  if  you  want  to  live  you  jest  stay  right  here. 
I  don’t  know  as  we  want  anything  to  do  with  you  jest  now. 
But  don’t  you  dare  to  tell  Young  Wild  West  or  any  of  the  rest 
of  ’em  that  we’ve  been  here.  If  you  do  we’ll  pop  you  over  the 
first  time  we  set  eyes  on  yer.  We’re  desperate,  we  are.  We 
came  here  to  git  that  treasure  an’  we  ain’t  goin’  to  let  nothin’ 
stop  us  till  we  git  it.” 

The  old  man’s  manner  changed  just  then. 

He  became  very  angry,  and  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  was 
covered  by  three  revolvers  he  tore  himself  free  from  them, 
and  with  a  well-directed  blow  sent  Bobby  flat  upon  his  back! 

Then  uttering  a  yell  like  that  of  a  wild  man  he  dashed  out 
of  the  cave. 

“Thunder!”  cried  Link  I^evison.  “He  sorted  fooled  me,  I 
reckon.  I  s’pose  I  oughter  have  shot  him.  But  I  didn’t  want 
to  do  that,  after  findin’  out  all  we  wanted  to  know.  Let  him 
go,  boys.  Git  up,  Bobby.  You  ain’t  hurt  none,  though  the  old 
feller  did  soak  yer  an  awful  wallop.” 

“Jest  let  me  git  hold  of  him  an’  I’ll  pound  his  face  Into  a 
Jelly  for  doin’  that,"  Bobby  retorted,  as  he  got  up  and  rubbed 
his  eyes  in  a  confused  sort  of  way.  “He  hit  me  right  on  the 
side  of  the  head,  an’  I  sartinly  did  see  stars  when  I  tumbled 
down.” 

The  three  did  not  linger  at  the  cave,  and  for  a  wonder  d:d 
not  disturb  anything,  but  at  once  hurried  on  outside. 

Having  found  that  the  treasure  was  surely  there,  and  with 
the  bag  of  gold  In  hla  possession,  Link  seemed  satisfied  to 
wait  a  while. 

He  kncMN  prettj  well  that  the  only  obstacle  in  their  wav 
now  was  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends. 

They  must  be  disposed  of  before  thev  could  hope  to  p't  pos¬ 
session  of  the  treasure. 

He  led  the  way  back  to  the  camp,  and  found  cveMhi. 
they  had  left  it.  .... 


13 


YOrXG  WILD  WEST  AND  THE  TEEASTTRE  OF  THE  LAKE 


I 


4 

A 


u 


The  horSscs  were  peacefully  grazing,  and  the  scene  was  one 
cf  xtreme  placidnosa. 

They  looked  over  the  surface  of  the  water,  but  there  being 
It  projection  between  them  and  the  spot  where  our  friends 
■^ero  camped,  they  were  unable  to  see  anything  of  it. 

“This  is  what  I  call  a  wonderful  thing,  boys,”  the  leader 
declared,  shaking  his  head.  “Jest  from  bearin’  what  the  old 
feller  told  the  half  fool  we’ve  got  in  the  w’ay  of  makin’  our¬ 
selves  rich.  Of  course  there’s  somethin’  got  to  be  done  afore 
we’ll  be  jest  right.  But  it  won’t  be  the  first  time  we’ve  popped 
a  feller  creature  over,  will  it?” 

■  “Not  by  a  jugful,  it  won’t,”  Bobby  declared.  “We  ain’t  the 
sort  of  men  to  let  any  one  livin’  stand  in  our  way.” 

"Of  course  we  ain’t,”  Sneaky  added,  in  a  matter-of-fact  way. 
“There’s  a  fortune  starin’  us  in  the  face,  an’  we’re  goin’  to 
have  it  no  matter  what  we  have  to  do  to  git  it.  We’ll  jest 
wait  till  to-night,  an’  then  if  we  can’t  find  some  way  to  fix 
Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards  I’ll  miss  my  guess.” 

"But  they’ll  be  watchin’  putty  sharp,  though,”  Link  spoke 
up.  “Don’t  be  a  fool.  Sneaky.  It  ain’t  goin’  to  be  done  so 
easy  as  you  think.  Them  three  gals  all  carries  guns,  an’  most 
likely  the  tw’o  heathens  does,  too.  If  we  should  happen  to  be 
caught  sneakin’  around  there  they  would  fill  us  full  of  holes  in 
a  jiffy.  We  don’t  have  to  be  in  no  hurry  about  doin’  this 
thing.  We’ve  got  enough  grub  to  wait  a  while.  We’ll  jest  let 
’em  go  ahead  an’  think  we’ve  lit  out.  All  we  have  got  to  do  is 
to  change  our  campin’  place.  We  kin  move  a  little  further, 
and  then  maybe  we’ll  have  a  chance  to  see  across  the  lake  an’ 
take  note  of  w'hat’s  goin’  on  there.  Come  to  think  of  it,  the 
best  thing  we  kin  do  is  to  make  out  that  w^e’re  leavin’  here. 
I  reckon  that  will  be  about  it.  We’ll  do  that  right  now.” 

“It’s  putty  comfortable  here,  though,”  Bobby  observed,  as  he 
looked  at  the  rather  snug  quarters  they  had  taken  posses¬ 
sion  of. 

“That  can’t  be  helped.  We’ll  find  another  place  jest  as 
good.  We'll  git  on  our  horses  an’  ride  on  for  five  or  six  miles. 
Then  we’ll  wait  till  it  gits  dark  an’  come  back.  But  we  won’t 
stop  here.  We’ll  go  on  around  the  lake  a  little  further,  and 
even  if  we  can’t  find  a  very  good  place  to  bunk  in  till  mornin’ 
we’ll  make  out  all  right.” 

Sneaky  was  quite  willing  to  do  this,  but  Bobby  was  re¬ 
luctant  to  leave  the  spot. 

However,  Link’s  word  was  law,  so  twenty  minutes  later  they 
had  gathered  up  their  effects  and  mounted  their  horses  and 
were  riding  away  from  the  spot. 

They  took  the  back  trail  for  a  short  distance,  and  then  at 
Link’s  suggestion  turned  toward  the  camp  of  our  friends. 

“We  want  ’em  to  see  us  goin’,”  the  leader  said.  “It  ain’t 
likely  they’ll  bother  us  when  they  see  we’re  headin’  away 
from  the  lake.” 

“Ain’t  that  a  little  risky?”  Sneaky  asked,  shrugging  his 
shoulders. 

“Maybe  it  is.  But  it  will  be  all  right  if  Old  Saul  didn’t  go 
an’  tell  ’em  what  we  done  to  him.  I  don’t  think  he  did,  for 
he  would  be  afraid.  Most  likely  he  stayed^  right  in  his  cave. 
The  old  feller  ain’t  got  his  right  senses,  an5’^how.  Come  on.” 

Then  they  rode  along  until  they  suddenly  rounded  a  bend 
and  saw  the  two  tents  with  our  friends  gathered  near  them 
not  more  than  two  hundred  yards  distant. 

“They  see  us  I”  Bobby  exclaimed,  as  he  started  his  horse  off 
in  another  direction.  “Come  on.” 

Link  and  Sneaky  did  not  have  to  be  told  to  do  this,  for 
almost  as  soon  as  Bobby  started  they  were  going  in  the  same 
direction,  their  horses  at  a  gallop. 

Just  as  they  thought  they  were  safely  out  of  sight  of  our 
friends  a  rifle  cracked  and  Link’s  hat  flew  from  his  head. 

He  uttered  a  cry  of  terror,  and  then  rode  on  as  if  for  his 
life. 


CHAP'TER  VIII. 

TRYING  TO  80I/VE  THE  PROBTJ5H  OF  OETTINO  THE  TREA-SUBE  FROM 

THE  LAKE. 

Toung  Wild  West  felt  sure  that  Old  Saul  would  head  straight 
for  his  cave. 

Riven  though  it  was  pretty  certain  that  the  old  man  hardly 
knew  what  he  was  doing  when  he  started  away,  his  instinct 
woidd  get  him  there. 

“Come  on.  Charlie,”  he  cried.  “We’ll  make  a  short  cut  of  it. 
Ttve  old  fellow  is  daffy,  and  when  a  sppll  comes  on  him  ho 
ra?.  f  understand  where  he  is  Or  what  he  is  doing.  But  don’t 
let  him  ge*  Into  the  hands  of  the  three  villains.” 

•You  kin  bet  your  life  we  won’t.  Wild.  Jest  let  ’em  try 


somethin’  like  that.  I’m  jest  itchln’  to  pop  ’em  all  over.  They 
ain’t  no  good,  an’  the  quicker  they’re  done  for  the  better  the 
world  will  be  for  it.” 

They  took  a  short  cut,  as  Wild  suggested,  but  when  they 
were  half  wHy  to  the  cave  they  suddenly  found  that  they  had 
made  a  mistake  by  doing  so. 

When  they  had  descended  a  steep  hill  they  found  them¬ 
selves  in  a  sort  of  gully  with  no  way  of  getting  out  at  the 
other  side. 

“I  reckon  w^e  didn’t  gain  much  by  cornin’  this  w’ay.  Wild,” 
the  scout  said,  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders. 

“It  seems  not,  Charlie,”  w'as  the  reply.  “I  certainly  didn’t 
figure  on  anything  like  this.  Well,  we  know  w’hich  way  to  go, 
anyhow.  We’ll  have  to  hurry  on  to  the  right  until  we  get  out 
of  here,  and  then  it  won’t  take  us  long  to  get  to  the  cave.” 

But  they  w'ere  forced  to  go  to  the  right  for  easily  three  hun¬ 
dred  yards  before  they  could  find  a  way  to  get  out  of  the 
gully. 

Once  they  did  get  to  the  high  ground  above  they  pushed 
their  way  through  a  tangled  woods  and  at  length  came  in 
sight  of  the  habitation  of  Old  Saul. 

As  they  ran  toward  it  who  should  appear  before  them  but 
the  old  man  himself. 

He  was  trembling  violently,  but  the  sight  of  them  seemed 
to  give  him  joy.  < 

“What’s  the  matter,  Saul?”  Wild  asked,  as  he  ran  up  to  him 
and  took  him  by  the  arm. 

“The  scoundrels  had  me.  They  took  the  bag  of  gold,”  wms 
the  hoarse  reply. 

“Great  gimlets!”  exclaimed  the  scout.  “I  reckon  they  must 
have  been  mighty  quick  doin’  it,  then.  Maybe  they  was  watch¬ 
in’  for  him  to  come  back,  Wild.” 

“Probably,  Charlie,”  the  boy  answered,  coolly,  for  he  was 
not  a  bit  excited  at  what  the  old  man  said. 

Old  Saul  was  quite  himself  again,  and  he  quickly  explained* 
how  he  had  been  surprised  by  the  three  villains  in  the  cave, 
and  how  he  had  managed  to  get  away  from  them  somehow,  but 
could  not  tell  exactly  how  he  did  It. 

But  he  had  hidden  himself  in  the  bushes  and  remained 
there  until  he  happened  to  see  Wild  and  Charlie  hurrying  to 
the  spot. 

“So  they  took  the  bag  of  gold  we  found  In  the  old  hoot, 
eh?”  the  young  deadshot  asked  him. 

“Yes,  they  took  it,  but  I  s’pose  I  must  have  given  it  to  ’em. 

I  don’t  remember.  You  see,  I  have  funny  spells  sometimes, 
an’  I  don’t  know  jest  what  I  do.” 

“That’s  all  right.  Keep  cool  now.  Don’t  get  yourself  ex¬ 
cited  one  bit.  You  are  going  to  get  that  bag  of  gold  back,  and 
we  are  going  to  get  the  treasure  from  the  lake,  too.  Now 
don’t  you  worry.  Just  promise  me  you  won’t.” 

“I’ll  promise  you  anything,  Young  Wild  West,”  the  man  re¬ 
torted,  fervently.  “You  an’  your  friends  have  been  awful 
good  to  me,  an’  I  know  I  kin  trust  you.” 

“If  you  can’t  trust  us  there  ain’t  no  one  livin’  what  kin  be 
trusted,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  declared,  as  he  laid  his  hand 
gently  upon  the  old  man’s  shoulder. 

“I  know  it,  Cheyenne,”  and  Old  Saul  nodded  and  wiped  a 
tear  from  his  eye. 

“You  had  better  go  back  to  our  camp  with  us,”  Wild  said, 
coaxingly. 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “I  want  to  stay  here  a  while.  You 
drive  the  three  scoundrels  away.  I'll  come  over  an’  see  you 
at  sunset.” 

He  spoke  In  a  way  that  told  our  two  friends  quite  plainly 
that  there  would  be  no  use  In  coaxing,  so  bent  upon  driving 
Link  Levison  and  his  pards  from  the  place,  they  left  him  there 
and  turned  toward  the  spot  they  knew  the  villains  had  camped 
upon. 

Using  the  utmok  stealth,  Wild  and  Charlie  proceeded  on 
their  way,  and  when  they  got  within  hearing  of  the  villains 
they  were  just  in  time  to  take  In  the  conversation  as  they 
were  deciding  to  make  It  appear  that  they  were  going  to  leave 
the  place  for  good. 

Charlie  was  for  rushing  upon  them  and  making  them  pris¬ 
oners,  but  Wild  laid  a  restraining  hand  upon  his  arm. 

“Let  them  alone,  Charlie.  We  know  what  they  Intend  to  do; 
so  that  Is  enough.  We’ll  go  on  back  to  the  camp  and  watch 
for  them.  When  they  show  up  I'll  take  a  shot  at  Link’s  hat. 
I  see  he  has  another  one.  Maybe  It  belonged  to  the  fellow  who 
got  shot.” 

“Are  yon  goin’  to  let  ’em  off  as  easy  as  that,  Wild?” 

“Why,  no,  Charlie.  Haven’t  you  lieard  enough  of  what  they 
have  been  saying  to  understand  that  they  moan  to  come  back 
after  dark?” 
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“Ws.  but  What'8  the  u«fi  of  ’em  havp  a  chance  to  do 

tha^’" 

"Wo  don't  want  to  make  them  prlsonere,  for  they’ll  only 
he  a  sotirre  of  bother  to  ub,  and  we  certainly  don’t  want  to 
kill  them." 

The  scout  shniKged  his  shoulderR  and  said  no  more. 

Then  the  two  crept  away  fro^m  the  spot,  and  were  not  long 
In  getting  back  to  the  camp. 

When  Jim  and  the  girls  heard  how  the  three  villains  had 
BUr  jrised  Old  Saul  and  taken  the  bag  of  gold  from  him,  they 
were  not.  a  little  angered. 

But  when  they  learned  that  they  were  going  to  make  a  pre¬ 
tense  of  leaving  the  spot  for  good  and  then  come  back  after 
dark  and  attack  the  camp  they  all  declared  that  they  would 
shoot  to  kill,  even  to  Eloise,  who  seldom  ever  said  a  thing 
like  that. 

“Me  tl\cc  allec  light!”  Hop  exclaimed,  nodding  as  If  he 
really  meant  it.  “^ie  no  likee  bad  Melicau  men.  Link  no 
gcodeo.” 

“How  are  you  goin’  to  flx  him,  heathen?”  the  scout  asked, 
a  tinge  of  sarcasm  in  his  voice. 

“Lat  allee  light,  Misler  Charlie.  Me  shootee  him.  Me  velly 
smartee  Chinee.  Me  fightee  velly  muchee,  too,  so  be.”  » 

“  If  3  0U  shoot  at  the  sneakin’  coyotes  it  will  only  be  to  scare 
hki\.  ’cause  you  never  have  any  bullets  In  tlxat  old  gun  of 
yours.” 

“Never  mindee,  Misler  Charlie.  Me  fixee.  You  waltee.”  , 

“I  reckon  we  won't  need  none  of  your  help,  heathen.  But 
go  ahead.  If  you  git  a  chance,  flx  up  the  sneakin’  coyote  if 
you  want  to.” 

It  was  just  then  that  the  three  villains  were  seen  riding 
away  from  the  lake. 

True  to  his  promise,  Young  Wild  West  picked  up  his  rifle, 
and  taking  a  quick  aim,  shot  the  hat  from  Link’s  head. 

“That  will  hurry  them  on  a  little,  I  reckon,”  he  said,  in 
his  cool  and  easy  way,  as  he  ejected  the  empty  shell  from  the 
rifle.  “But  tney’ll  be  back  after  dark,  and  you  can  depend 
on  It.  They’re  bent  on  having  revenge  on  us  and  getting 
hold  of  the  treasure.  Such  fellows  as  they  are  will  take  almost 
any  risk,  and  the  longer  they  wait  the  stronger  the  desire 
will  grow.” 

“All  right,  Wild,”  Chej'enne  Charlie  answered,  a  grim  smile 
showing  on  his  face.  “If  them  three  galoots  gits  away  from 
this  lake  with  any  of  that  treasure,  I’ll  be  a  much  surprised 
man.  The  fact  is,  I’ll  make  a  promise  to  you  all,  right  here, 
that  if  sich  a  thing  as  that  happens.  I’ll  never  take  another 
chaw  of  tobacker  ag’in  as  long  as  I  live.” 

“I  almost  hope  they  will  get  away  with  some  of  it,”  Anna 
spoke  up,  nodding  to  Arietta  and  Eloise.  “Chewing  tobacco 
is  what  I  call  a  filthy  habit,  and  though  I  have  broken  Charlie 
of  his  drinking  habit  pretty  well,  I  can't  do  anything  with  him- 
when  it  comes  to  tobacco.  He’s  always  got  a  nasty  old  plug 
somewhere  about  him,  and  every  time  I  see  him  bite  a  piece 
from  it,  it  makes  me  feel  as  if  I  w'ould  like  to  snatch  it  from 
his  hand  and  throw  it  away.” 

“That’s  all  right,  gal,”  Charlie  retorted,  laughingly.  “I 
reckon  If  a  feller  don’t  do  nothin’  worse  than  take  a  chaw 
of  tobacker  now  an’  then,  he  ain’t  slch  a  bad  one.  I  learned  to 
chew  w’hen  I  was  about  four  years  old,  an’  I’ve  kept  it  up  ever 
since.  I  reckon  I  must  have  been  somewhere  around  sixteen 
when  I  learned  to  drink  bug-juice.  But  you  see,  I  was  brought 
up  In  old  Cheyenne,  an’  In  them  times  It  wasn’t  nothin’  more 
than  a  shanty  town,  an’  there  was  quite  a  few  folks  livin’ 
In  tents,  too.  Now  it’s  a  putty  good-sized  city,  though,  of 
course,  it  can’t  come  up  to  Denver.  Well,  as  I  was  sayin’ 
I  reckon  I  must  have  been  about  four  years  old  when  au  old 
trapper,  what  seemed  to  like  me  putty  well,  give  me  a  chew 
of  tobacker.  It  made  me  a  little  sick  at  first,  but  the  next 
day  I  asked  him  for  some  more,  an’  he  give  it  to  me.  Then 
I  learned  to  chew,  an’  I  used  to  take  pride  in  bein’  able  to 
spit  jest  like  a  man.  I  kin  do  it  now  putty  good,  too.  Jest 
watch  me." 

Then  he  ejected  a  mouthful  of  tobacco  juice  to  a  distance 
fully  ten  feet  from  him,  and  seemed  to  be  proud  of  the  accom¬ 
plishment 

"Pretty  good,  Charlie,”  Wild  exclaimed,  laughingly. 

"I  reckon  It  ain't  everjone  who  kin  spit  as  far  as  that. 
Wild,"  wag  the  reply.  “But  let  me  go  on  with  my  story.  I 
reckon  I  said  I  wan  about  sixteen  when  I  learned  to  drink 
liquor.  Havin’  been  brought  up  to  fight  Injuns  an’  live  with 
some  of  the  worst  kind  of  men  that  ever  come  West,  It  was 
strange  that  I  hadn’t  took  to  drinkln’  afore.  I  was  smokin’ 
then  as  well  as  chewin',  but  one  day  I  was  out  on  the  plains 
with  about  a  dozen  men  what  was  members  of  a  vigilance 
committee.  They  was  lookin’  for  three  brothers  what  had 


burned  a  .settler's  home  an’  run  | 

1  wasn’t  one  of  the  vlgilanies.  hut  they  let  ^ 

’cause  they  knowed  putty  well  that  I  enmerhln’ 

all  right,  an’  that  I  wasn’t  afraid  of  nothin  ,  have 

llk^  you  wa.,  at  that  ago.  Wild,  tbouah  of  I  '‘It)"  ' 

half  the  sense  or  the  coolness.  1  b  pose  if  I  • 

Boroetnln’  great  now.”  . 

“N  ver  mind  about  that,  Charlie.  Co  ahead  with  .<our 

^^“Wfll,  not  to  drag  it  ou  too  long,  we  came  upon  them  three 
brothers  ient  afore  sunset,  after  bt  in’  after  em  all  aa>.  1  > 

had  made  for  a  settlement  what  was  called  WTiacker  s  Brush. 
There  vnsu’t  more  than  six  or  sc  ’  eu  houses  there,  but 
was  a  vvliisky-mill.  It  seemed  that  them  three  bro -hers  ha 
lots  of  friends  at  the  settlement,  and  w’hen  they  got  tie.e 
they  told  how  innocent  they  was  of  doin  anything  wrong, 
an’  that  the  vigilantes  w’hat  was  a /ter  ’em  had  made  a  big 
mistake.  When  we  rode  up,  the  men  w'e  wanted  w'as  standln 
in  front  of  the  whisky-mill,  along  with  about  a  dozen  others. 
They  ai'  had  guns  ready,  an’  It  looked  as  if  there  w’as  goin 
to  be  some  tall  shootin’  done.  But  the  leader  of  our  .gang 
was  a  puttj'  good  sort  of  feller,  an’  he  knowed  jest  what  to 
do  ih  cases  like  that.  He  rides  right  up,  not  showin’  that  he 
was  surprised  or  anything  else.  Then  he  told  ’em  that  thsm 
three  brothers  had  burned  a  settler’s  shanty  an’  run  off  with 
a  couple  of  horses.  The  scoundrels  denied  it,  of  course,  an 
asked  him  w^here  the  horses  w'as.  That’s  where  they  sorter 
had  him,  ’cause  they  didn’t  have  the  stolen  horses  with  era. 
But  we  all  knowed  who  done  It,  ’cause  w-e  had  been  told  by 
the  women  follcs  what  belonged  to  the  house.  Our  leader 
told  ’em  all  that  he  w'as  goin’  to  take  the  three  men  prisoners, 
an’  then  if  they  could  prove  their  innocence,  they  would  have 
a  good  chance  to  do  it.  This  started  a  little  rumpus  for  a 
while’  an’  there  w^as  two  or  three  shots  fired.  One  of  the 
members  of  the  vigilance  committee  got  a  bullet  through 
his  thigh,  an’  blamed  if  I  didn’t  git  my  ear  touched  by  one 
myself.  But  when  the  shootin’  stopped,  there  was  only  one 
of  the  three  brothers  alive,  an’  he  w'as  layin’  on  the  ground 
with  a  chunk  of  lead  in  his  shoulder.  He  thoug'qt  he  was  goin’ 
to  die,  an’  when  he  called  out  for  his  friends  to  stop  flightin’ 
everybody  gathered  around  him  to  hear  what  he  was  goin’  to 
say.  Then  the  sneakin’  coyote  confessed  it  all,  an'  told  where 
the  horses  had  been  put.  The  vigilantes  felt  so  good  over  it, 
that  they  filed  into  the  whisky-mill,  takin’  me  with  ’em.  of 
course.  Then  the  first  thing  I  knowed  I  had  a  glass  of  tangle¬ 
foot  in  my  hand.  I  know'ed,  of  course,  that  I  hadn’t  oughter 
drink  it,  ’cause  I  'wns  too  young,  but  I  swallowed  it  jest  the 
same,  an’  it  made  things  fly  through  my  head  somethin’  great. 
They  got  me  to  sing  an’  dance,  an’  I  done  it  for  all  I  was 
worth.  Of  course,  I  drank  a  little  more  than  that,  an’  they 
had  to  carry  me  back  home.  After  that  it  was  easy,  an’  I 
kept  it  up  putty  strong  till  I  got  In  love  with  Anna  and  prom¬ 
ised  her  I’d  go  it  a  little  easy  if  she  would  marry  mo.  I  reckon 
I’ve  kept  my  word  putty  well.  It’s  blamed  little  I  drink  In  the 
v/ay  of  liquor,  but  I  still  stick  to  my  old  tobacker.” 

Then  he  expectorated  again,  and  looked  at  his  wife  grin- 
ningly. 

Charlie’s  little  story  amused  all  hands,  and  his  wife  was 
satisfied  to  say  nothing  more  about  his  chewing  habit. 

Wild  now  started  to  think  of  some  means  to  find  the  treas¬ 
ure. 

That  It  lay  not  far  distant  from  the  shore  he  was  quite 
sure. 

But  without  a  boat  he  felt  that  they  could  do  nothing. 

Even  if  one  of  them  was  able  to  dive  and  find  the  sunken 
boat  that  contained  the  Spanish  gold,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
raise  it,  for  It  would  be  impossible  to  remain  under  the  water 
long  enough  to  put  a  rope  about  the  box,  for  it  was  an  iron 
box  that  contained  the  treasure,  so  Old  Saul  had  stated. 

“Boys,”  he  said  to  Charlie  and  Jlra,  as  thev  walked  down 
to  the  shore  of  the  lake  and  looked  over  the  'rippling  water, 
there  are  only  two  ways  for  us  to  get  at  that  sunken  boat, 

°  ^  g:rappling  irons.  The  other  Is 

to  let  the  water  out  of  the  lake.” 

«  would  be  Just  as  difficult 

K  answered,  with  a  shake  of  the  head.  “In 

the  fliSt  place  It  would  take  a  long  time  to  build  a  boaL  and 
even  atUT  v.e  had  built  It.  whuro  would  go  thJ  Xpi"r 
Irons.  Iheu  It  would  taho  raooths  to  dla  a  oau.l 


troasure  vary  soon.  It  It  takas'.  moSlh' May’ rihrh w 
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for  J  am  conftdent  that  evt^n  though  Old  Saul  doesn’t  know 

i:at  h<*  IS  talkiti<  about  ut  tiuios,  he  has  told  us  the  exact 
truth  ill  the  matter. ^ 

“Well."  observed  Cheyenne  Charhe,  as  he  pointed  to  the 
left,  “there's  a  ridge  oi  rook  an’  earth  that  ain’t  more  than 
fctt  wide.  At  the  other  side  there  ain’t  nothin’  but  the 
stcrp  mountain.  If  a  canal  could  be  got  through  there,  I 
rt^'kon  it  wouldn't  be  very  long  afore  every  drop  of  the  water 
in  the  lake  would  run  out  an’  go  on  down  like  a  little  river. 
If  »e  only  had  a  gootl  supply  of  dynamite  it  wouldn’t  take 
long  to  make  a  hole  through  there.” 

“Bui  we  haven’t  the  dynamite,  Charlie.” 

“We  could  git  it,  though,  if  we  w-anted  to  put  in  a  month 
at  it." 

“Yes.  that’s  true.  Come  to  think  of  it  that  would  be  tbe 
bi-st  way  to  do  it.  But  we’ll  try'  it  a  week  in  some  other  wmy. 
Then  If  we  fail,  we'll  go  somewhere  and  get  the  dynamite.” 

“Misler  Wild,”  Hop  called  out  just  then,  “here  comee  Old 
Saal." 

They  ell  turned,  and  su’e  enough  the  eccentric  old  man  was 
seen  approaching. 

“I  reckon  the  old  feller  has  changed  his  mind.  Wild.”  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  observed.  “He  said  he  wouldn’t  come  here  till 
about  sunset.” 

“He  is  apt  to  change  his  mind  very  often,  Charlie.  The 
poor  fellow  is  unbalanced,  and  I  suppose  he  has  come  to  him¬ 
self  and  thought  the  matter  over,  deciding  it  best  to  come  here 
right  away.” 

Old  Saul  walked  up,  apparently  quite  himself. 

“I  thought  I’d  come  over  an’  see  if  you  had  found  a  way  to 
git  at  the  treasure,”  he  said,  as  he  looked  out  upon  the  lake. 
“There  wasn’t  no  use  in  me  stayin’  in  the  cave  alone  any 
longer.  I  used  to  like  it,  but  since  I’ve  got  acquainted  with 
you  folks  it  makes  me  feel  lonesome  to  hang  around  there.” 

“All  right.  I  reckon  you  had  better  stop  right  here  with  us, 
anyhow.  It  may  be  that  the  three  villains  might  get  the  best 
of  us  for  a  while  an’  take  a  notion  to  put  an  end  to  you.  If 
you  are  here  nothing  of  the  sort  can  happen.  But  we  were 
just  thinking.  Old  Saul,  if  we  only  had  enough  dynamite  w'e 
could  blow  a  hole  big  enough  to  let  the  water  out  of  the  lake. 
Then  we  could  find  the  boat  all  right.” 

“Let  me  see,”  and  the  old  man  fell  to  musing,  “I  believe  I 
did  fetch  twenty  sticks  of  dynamite  here  once.  But  I  don’t 
know  what  I  done  with  ’em.  You  see  one  of  them  spells  came 
over  me  afore  I  got  here,  an’  when  I  came  to  ag’in  I  was  in  my 
cave,  but  I  didn’t  have  no  dynamite.  It  took  me  a  long  time 
10  go  an'  git  the  stuff  an’  bring  it  back  here.  I  ain’t  got  no 
Idea  what  I  done  with  it,  but  I  s’pose  I  must  have  left  it 
somewhere.  Maybe  I  was  fool  enough  to  throw  it  in  the  lake.” 

“How'  long  ago  was  this,  Saul?” 

“Maybe  it  was  a  year  or  two,” 

“That  being  the  case,  it  is  hardly  likely  it  will  ever  be 
found.” 


sat  astride  the  log  and  proceeded  to  push  It  out  toward  the 
spot  where  the  treasure  must  be. 

Old  Saul  watched  eagerly,  as  did  the  rest. 

In  about  ten  minutes  Jim  gave  a  shout. 

“Tve  struck  something,  all  right,”  he  called  out.  “T  reckon 
It  must  be  the  sunken  boat.”  ' 

“Make  sure  of  it,  and  then  come  back  and  get  a  rope  and  a 
big  stone,  so  you  can  anchor  the  log  right  there.  You  can 
leave  the  pole  stlck^ug  in  the  mud,  so  you’ll  know  where  the 
spot  is.” 

Jim  kept  on  prodding  about  with  the  pole,  which  wb.s  only 
about  five  feet  out  of  the  water,  showing  that  the  depth  was 
fifteen  feet. 

When  he  had  convinced  himiself  that  the  sunken  boat  was 
really  there  he  pushed  the  pole  dowm  Into  the  mud  and  then 
began  paddling  the  log  for  the  shore. 

Long  before  he  got  there  Wild  and  Charlie  had  an  oblong 
stone  fastened  to  a  rope  so  it  might  be  used  tor  an  anchor. 

In  due  time  this  was  placed  upon  the  log  and  tied  so  it  could 
not  slip  from  it,  and  trfen  Jim  was  furnished  wdth  another 
pole  and  quickly  returned  to  the  spot. 

He  let  out  his  anchor  and  tied  the  rope  there,  so  the  log 
could  not  move  more  than  two  or  three  feet  either  way. 

“Now’  then,”  he  said,  nodding  to  those  on  shore,  “I  reckon 
I'll  take  a  dive  down.  I  have  got  a  good  chance  to  do  it  now." 

“Go  ahead,  Jim.  I’ll  be  there  with  you  in  a  few  mdnutes,” 
Wild  answered,  and  then  he  hastened  to  the  tent  and  soon 
made  himself  ready  to  go  into  the  lake. 

But  Jim  had  already  made  two  dives  before  he  got  there. 

While  he  was  convinced  himself  that  he  had  made  no  mis¬ 
take  about  the  boat  being  there,  he  had  been  unable  to  bring 
anything  up  with  him. 

When  Wild  joined  him  upon  the  log  Jim  was  pretty  well 
exhausted  from  his  attempts, 

“I’ll  try  my  luck  at  diving,”  said  Wild.  “How  deep  did  you 
say  it  was,  Jim?” 

“Not  more  than  fifteen  feet.  It’s  a  pretty  good  dive,  too, 
you  know’.” 

“Yes,  I  know  that.  But  I’ll  touch  the  bottom  all  right.” 

Then  the  boy  got  himself  Into  position  and  dove  headlong 
from  the  log. 

Down  he  shot  for  the  bottom. 

He  kept  his  eyes  open,  too,  but  Jim  had  roiled  the  water  so 
much  that  he  could  not  see  a  thing. 

But  when  his  hands  came  into  contact  with  the  woodw’ork 
he  knew  that  it  was  part  of  the  sunken  boat,  but  felt  that  they 
would  surely  find  a  w’ay  to  get  the  tueasure  without  going  to 
all  the  trouble  they  had  been  talking  about. 

The  boy  felt  about  quickly,  and  when  his  hands  came  in 
contact  with  something  that  he  knew  was  iron,  a  thrill  shot 
through  his  body. 

He  pulled  upon  it,  and  much  to  his  surprise  samething 
raised. 


“I  don't  .know’  w’hether  It  was  as  long  as  that  or  not,”  the  j 
old  man  added,  after  thinking  a  moment.  “I  wish  I  did  know 
what  I  done  w'ith  It.”  I 

“Well,  try  and  think  some  time.  Don’t  bother  w’ith  it  now, 
though.  It  may  come  to  you.” 

The  old  man  promised  he  would,  and  then  he  went  over  and 
sat  down  and  began  talking  to  the  girls  just  as  if  there  was 
nothing  the  matter  with  him  at  all. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

W'HAT  nAJ>PE:!^E3)  TO  THE  THREE  VILLAINS. 

Old  Saul  remained  fully  an  hour  at  the  camp,  and  then  just  { 
as  he  was  going  to  leave  he  became  possessed  of  a  sudden  j 
Idea. 

“Say,  Young  Wild  West,”  he  said,  turning  to  our  hero, 
“maybe  If  we  was  to  float  the  trunk  of  a  tree  In  the  water  an'  , 
got  out  there  we  might  feel  for  the  boat  with  a  long  pole.”  | 
“By  Jingo!”  the  young  deadshot  exclaimed.  “That’s  the  i 
test  Idea  yet.  We’ll  try  It  right  aw'ay.  I  reckon  we  ought  to 
be  able  to  do  a  whole  lot  between  now  and  sunset.”  | 

There  were  a  couple  of  axes  belonging  to  the  outfit,  so  it  i 
wa*  no*,  long  before  Charlie  and  Old  Saul  were  working  away 
with  them. 

A  good-sized  tree  was  felled,  and  then  all  hands  lent  their 
aealstanre  and  dragged  It  to  the  lake. 

As  soon  as  It  was  floating  upon  the  water  Jim  Dart  got: 
biauwlf  In  stap^j  for  another  bath.  I 

Wild  cut  a  pole  that  was  about  twenty  feet  long,  and  Jim 


But  that  was  all,  for  it  stopped  as  quickly  as  it  had-  started. 

Then  Wild  was  forced  to  go  up. 

“How  did  you  make  out?”  Jim  asked,  as  the  boy  held  on  to 
the  log  and  got  his  breath. 

“I  reckon  I  found  the  iron  box,  all  right.  I  caught  hold  of  it 
and  I  thought  I  was  going  to  pull  It  up  at  first.  I  kn-ew  then 
that  it  was  the  lid  I  had  hold  of,  and  that  it  opened.  We  had 
better  talk  to  Old  Saul  about  It.  Maybe  he  can  tell  us  some¬ 
thing  more  about  the  Iron  box.” 

Wild  climbed  upon  the  log,  and  then  turning  his  face  to  the 
shore,  called  out: 

“Say,  Saul,  how  big  was  the  box  that  contained  the  treas¬ 
ure  ?  ” 

“About  four  feet,  I  reckon.  It  wasn’t  a  very  heavy  .one.  It 
was  only  sheet-iron,  with  the  top  of  wood.” 

“There  was  a  lid  to  it,  of  course?” 

“Yes,  an’  it  wasn’t  locked.” 

“Was  it  full  of  gold?” 

“Not  quite.  But  you  see  we  found  it  in  a  cave  the  other  side 
of  the  lake,  an’  we  dumped  the  gold  from  it  an’  then  put  the 
box  In  the  boat,  afterwards  puttin'  the  gold  back  In  it.” 

“Well,  I  just  opened  the  box,  anyhow.  I  am  going  down 
again  now,  and  I’ll  see  If  I  can’t  bring  up  some  of  the  Spanish 
money.” 

Then  the  boy  made  ready  for  another  dive. 

He  let  himself  go  and  plunged  swiftly  to  the  bottom. 

Wild  had  made  no  mistake  about  it,  for  his  hands  got  upon' 
the  box  the  first  thing. 

Reaching  in  It  he  was  delighted  when  he  grasped  a  handful 
of  what  he  knew  must  surely  bo  golden  coins. 

Up  he  came,  holding  up  his  hand  In  triumph. 

Jim  Insisted  on  making  a  dive  then,  but  he  was  unsuoceeaful. 
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Ry  this  time  It  was  drawing  close  to  night,  and  when  Charlie 
advis  ?ci  them  to  come  ashore  and  wait  until  the  next  day,  they 
agreed. 

“I’ll  take  a  hand  In  the  game  to-morrow  mornin’,  after 
wo’vo  finished  up  with  them  three  galoots,”  he  added.  “It 
wouldn’t  pay  verj'  well  to  have  ’em  come  here  an’  ketch  all  of 
us  out  there  worltin’  away  to  git  the  treasure.” 

“That’s  light,  Charlie.  We’ll  wait  tiil  morning,  then,”  the 
young  deadshot  answered.  “But  I  am  satisfied  we’ll  be  able  to 
get  about  all  the  gold  there  is  there.  The  only  thing  that 
pu-zlee  me  is  how  a  box  of  gold  could  be  found  away  up  here 
In  the  mountains.  But  I  suppose  it  must  have  been  brought 
here  many  years  ago  by  the  Aztecs  w'hen  they  fled  from  the 
Spaniards.  We’ll  aisk  Old  Saul  about  it.  Maybe  he  can  tell  us 
a  little  more.  Another  thing,  I  am  anxious  to  find  the  cave 
where  the  box  of  gold  was  discovered.” 

“We’ll  have  a  look  at  that  before  we  go.  Wild,”  Arietta 
spoke  up.  “I  wouldn’t  think  of  leaving  here  without  seeing 
the  inside  of  that  cave.” 

“All  right,  little  girl.  We’ll  get  Old  Saul  in  just  the  right 
humor,  and  most  likely  he  will  be  quite  wiling  to  take  us 
to  it.” 

The  gold  coins  Wild  had  brought  up  from  the  bottom  of  the 
lake  were  a  source  of  amusement  and  joy  to  the  old  man  who 
had  been  living  near  the  lake  so  long  in  the  hope  of  some  time 
being  able  to  raise  the  treasure. 

“I  don’t  care  now',”  he  said,  w'hen  Wild  told  him  he  might 
keep  them.  “That  rascal  got  away  with  the  bag  of  money 
you  gave  me,  but  that  won’t  amount  to  much.” 

“Never  mind  how  much  it  amounts  to,”  the  young  deadshot 
retorted,  with  a  smile.  “You  are  going  to  have  it  back  again, 
Saul.  Don’t  think  for  an  instant  that  such  a  fellow  as  Link 
Levison  would  be  willing  to  go  away  with  such  a  small 
.amount.  He  wants  it  all,  and  he’ll  do  his  best  to  get  it.  Why,, 
I  am  quite  satisfied  that  it  won’t  be  long  after  dark  before  we 
catch  them  prowling  about  here.” 

“And  what  will  happen  if  they  do  come  around  here  trj’in’ 
to  shoot  yer?”  *he  old  man  asked. 

“Well,  I  w'ont  say  for  sure,  but  if  it  comes  to  the  worst 
they’ll  get  shot  themselves.” 

,  “They’re  mighty  well  deservin’  of  it.  I’ve  got  quite  a  few 
'cartridges  on  hand,  an’  I  think  I’ll  take  a  shot  at  ’em  myself. 
You  see,  I  always  manage  to  keep  a  good  supply  of  ammuni¬ 
tion,  though  I  don’t  go  to  a  settlement  or  town  more  than  a 
couple  of  times  a  year.  It’s  too  long  a  walk  to  me  oftener.” 

“You  needn’t  mind  about  doing  any  of  the  fighting.  There 
are  only  three  of  us,  and  I  am  sure  any  one  of  us  can  take 
care  of  that  many.  Just  let  them  come  sneaking  around  here 
,  to-night  and  w'e’ll  put  an  end  to  their  game.” 

While  they  all  talked  much  about  it,  there  was  no  further 
attempt  made  to  raise  any  more  of  the  gold  that  day. 

Night  came,  and  after  supper  was  eaten  they  all  sat  down 
;  around  the  camp-fire  and  waited  until  it  was  time  for  the 
three  villains  to  show  up. 

But  Young  Wild  West  did  net  mean  to  stay  right  there  and 

•  let  the  villains  come  sneaking  up  close  enough  to  shoot  at 

•  them  from  cover. 

I  When  it  was  good  and  dark  he  turned  to  Ills  two  partners 
and  said: 


“Now  then,  boys,  I  reckon  we  had  better  go  and  look  for 
^  them.  I’m  just  as  sure  as  if  I  had  seen  them  that  Link  and 
•  his  par.ds  are  very  close  to  this  spot  right  now.  Come  on. 
I  '  We'll  leave  Saul  here  with  the  girls  and  the  two  Chinamen.” 
1  •  Charlie  and  Jim  were  more  than  willing,  so  five  minutes 
I  '  later  the  three  left  the  camp. 

^  ‘  Arietta  sat  close  to  one  of  the  tents,  a  rifle  within  her  reach 
[  j  and  a  revolver  In  her  lap. 

I  Anna  and  Elolse  took  positions  near  her,  while*  Hop  and 
,  Old  Saul  sat  a  short  distance  away,  the  Chinaman  talking  to 
the  old  man,  who  showed  no  little  interest  in  what  he  said. 
Wing,  true  to  his  usual  way  of  doing  it,  reclined  against  a 
^  tree,  dozing. 

^oung  Wild  West  and  his  partners  had  not  been  gone  more 
than  ten  minutes  before  Arietta  detected  a  sound  In  the  bushes 
,  off  to  the  left. 

She  quickly  called  Hop’s  attention  to  It,  and  the  Chinaman 
j  at  once  crept  over  to  her  and  listened. 

I  Then  a  faint  footfall  was  heard,  after  which  a  slight  rustling 
'  smmd  came  to  their  ears. 

,  “Some  ono  Is  coming."  the  girl  whispered,  as  she  turned  her 
,  rifle  in  the  direction  the  sounds  had  come  from. 

,  “Me  flndee  outtee  velly  rauchee  quickee,"  Hop  answered,  in 
a  whlcper,  and  then  he  slipped  off  in  the  darkness,  working 


his  way  along  with  all  the  cleverness  of  an  experienced  woods¬ 
man. 

While  Hop  had  his  big  revolver  loaded  with  colored  fire  In¬ 
stead  of  bullets,  he  held  the  weapon  in  bis  hand  just  as  If  It 
would  prove  deadly  in  case  he  got  a  chance  to  use  It. 

But  he  also  had  a  keen-edged  knife  In  his  belt,  and  it  would 
take  but  an  Instant  for  him  to  draw  it  and  put  it  to  use. 

When  he  had  gone  about  fifty  feet  he  came  to  the  bushes 
from  which  the  sounds  had  come. 

Half  crouching  close  to  the  ground  and  holding  his  pistol  In 
readiness,  he  listened. 

Whispered  voices  came  to  his  ears  Immediately,  and  so  close 
were  they  to  him  that  he  instinctively  shrank  back. 

Sure  enough,  the  three  villains  had  got  up  close  to  the  camp, 
which  meant  that  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  must 
have  missed  them. 

Meanwhile,  Old  Saul  had  not  made  a  move,  but  he  had  a 
long-barreled  rifle  with  him  of  the  old-fashioned  type,  which 
he  had  brought  when  he  came  over  from  the  cave,  and  he  sat 
there  grasping  it  and  looking  steadily  through  the  darkness 
in  the  direction  Hop  had  taken. 

The  clever  Chinee  did  not  intend  that  the  villains  should 
get  close  enough  to  the  camp  to  harm  any  one,  and  after  re¬ 
covering  from  the  effect  of  his  sudden  discovery  that  they 
were  so  close  by,  he  held  the  pistol  out  straight  and  waited, 
hardly  daring  to  breathe. 

More  whispering  was  heard,  and  then  the  bushes  began  to 
move  ahead  of  him,  v/hile  he  could  hear  a  rustling  sound. 

A  few  seconds  later  and  a  man  crept  within  four  feet  of  him. 

Hop  could  see  him  quite  plainly,  and  v.'ithout  any  hesitation 
he  pulled  the  trigger  of  the  old-fashioned  weapon. 

Bang! 

A  streak  of  red  fire  shot  from  the  muzzle  and  illumined  the 
scene  for  an  instant,  and  then  a  yell  of  terror  sounded,  which 
was  quickly  followed  by  the  sounds  of  hasty  footsteps. 

Hop  sprang  back,  and  ?-s  he  did  so  the  man  he  had  shot  at 
staggered  to  his  feet,  fell  down  again,  and  then  ran  straight 
for  ^he  -samp. 

Crack! 

A  sharp  report  rang  out,  and  looking  toward  the  camp  Hop 
saw  Old  Saul  standing  upright,  a  smoking  rifle  in  his  hand. 

The  man  who  had  started  that  way  lay  upon  the  ground 
kicking  his  last. 

“Wliattee  mattee,  Misler  Saul?”  the  Chinaman  asked,  as  he 
ran  forward.  “You  shootee  um  bad  Melican  man,  so  be?” 

“I  shot  him,”  was  the  reply,  in  a  grim  tone  of  voice.  “He 
was  runniu’  straight  here,  an’' there  wasn’t  nothin’  else  to  do." 

“Y/hoopee,  whoopee!  Wow,  wow,  wow!” 

It  was  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  old  familiar  shout  that  ran.g  out 
just  then,  and  the  next  minute  a  crashing  in  the  bushes  was 
heard  and  Young  Wild  West  and  the  scout  appeared,  dragging 
the  other  two  men  with  them. 

“We’ve  got  two  of  them,”  the  young  deadshot  called  out. 
“Whero’s  the  other  fellow?” 

“He  allee  samee  dead,  Misler  Wild,"  Hop  answered.  “Misler 
Saul  shootee  velly  muchee  quickee.” 

It  was  Bobby  and  Sneaky  the  young  deadshot  and  the  scout 
had  caught,  and  as  they  were  dragged  up  into  the  light  of  the 
camp-fire  their  faces  showed  how  terrified  they  were. 

Jirn  came  running  up-  just  then,  for  he  had  been  delaved.  ■ 

He  was  leading  the  four  horses  that  belonged  to  the  villains, 
and  hence  he  had  been  left  behind. 

“Have  you  got  them  all.  Wild?"  he  asked. 

“All  three  of  them,  Jim,”  was  the  reply.  “Saul  shot  one  of 
them  and  here  are  the  other  two.  I  thought  maybe  we  would 
be  too  late  to  prevent  something  happening,  but  it  seems  we 
were  not.” 

No  one  felt  a  bit  sorry  that  the  leader  of  the  villains  had 
been  shot  down  by  Old  Saul. 

He  had  brought  it  on  himself,  and  the  reward  he  had  re¬ 
ceived  was  a  just  one. 

Wild  told  Hop  to  bring  a  lighted  faggot  from  the  fire  and 
turning  the  dead  man  over,  he  held  it  clo-^e  to  his  face 

“No  wonder  he  started  straight  toward  the  camp,"  the  boy 
said,  nodding  to  those  standing  aboxit.  “He  was  blinded  by 
the  flash  from  Hop’s  pistol,  and  he  didn’t  know  where  he  wes 
going.  Certainly  he  wouldn’t  have  run  straight  for  vou  if  he 
had  known  It  at  the  time." 

“He’s  better  off  dead,  then.”  declared  Old  Saul,  nodding  as  If 
he  felt  easier  about  it. 

“It’s  too  bad  the  other  two  didn’t  git  the  game  doge,  instead 
of  makln’  us  ketch  ’em  an’  make  prUonerg  of  ’em,"  Cheyenu# 
Charlie  spoke  up. 
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“Mt^rcy'”  Bobby  exolainied,  for  ho  now  terror-stricken. 

.  -Loi  Us  >».  wv’u't  yor?" 

t  ^  a  Jet  you  :?o  when  .vo  got  ready,”  Young  Wild  West  re- 

^  ^  to;t<-d.  ;;  "'Vo  need  some  one  to  help  us  on  a  little  job 

'  we  have  on  hand,  and  you  have  got  to  work  .  When  we  get 

i  ihrounfh  with  you  we’ll  pay  you  off  and  send  you  about  your 

^  «»usin.ss.  Now’  then,  you  can  understand  that.  Your  horses  I 
-  »rv  h.  re.  but  you  dare  not  touch  them  until  you  are  told  to  do 

y  «■>.  You  see  what  happened  to  Link.  Well,  if  you  don’t  be- 

'  ha.e  younsclves  you’ll  get  the  same  dose.  I’ll  let  the  China¬ 
man  turn  that  old-fashioned  gun  of  his  upon  you  and  blind 
t  you  with  colored  Are.” 

■  “Me  velly  sniartee  Chinee,  Misler  Wild,”  Hop  spoke  up,  and 

[  then  he  strutted  about  proudly,  while  Old  Saul  looked  on  and 
jl  podded  his  head  with  approval. 

['  The  two  villains  had  been  disarmed  by  the  scout  right  after 
they  were  captured,  so  they  were  not  tied,  but  told  to  remain 
w  at  the  camp. 

®  Wild,  Charlie  and  Jim  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  horses 
belonging  to  the  villains,  and  it  happened  they  were  just  in 
time  to  hear  them  as  they  were  making  off  in  the  direction  of 
the  camp. 

Jim  had  taken  charge  of  the  four  horses,  while  the  young 
\  deadshot  and  Charlie  went  on  ahead. 

They  were  just  about  ready  to  pounce  upon  the  three  when 
Hop  fired. 

But  that  did  not  spoil  their  plans  any,  for  Bob  and  Sneaky 
^  were  captured  almost  before  they  knew  it. 

“Now  then,  Saul,”  our  hero  said,  as  he  nodded  to  the  old 
man,  “I  reckon  you  needn’t  be  afraid  of  any  one  hurting  you 
again.  There  were  four  of  them  at  first,  but  two  of  them 
have  cashed  in  their  chips.  The  other  two  will  be  quite  harm¬ 
less,  I  think.  We’ll  keep  them  here  a  while  and  make  them 
help  us  get  the  treasure  from  the  bottom  of  the  lake.” 

“You’re  a  wonderful  boy.  Young  Wild  West,”  the  old  man 
retorted.  “I’m  very  glad  you  came  here.” 

“So  am  I,  Saul.  It’s  been  quite  worth  our  while.  I’m  sure. 
We  are  going  to  stay  here,  too,  until  we  get  that  treasure  out 
for  you.” 

“An’  when  you  do  git  it,  half  of  it’s  yours.” 

“Not  as  much  as  That.  We  may  take  some  of  the  gold  as 
a  souvenir.  But  just  you  get  into  the  tent  now  and  go  to 
'  bleep.  You  are  a  pretty  old  man,  and  though  it  is  very  early 
In  the  evening,  it  won’t  hurt  you  one  bit,  for  we  are  going 
i  to  get  up  at  daylight.” 

'  As  if  he  were  a  child  bound  to  obey.  Old  Saul  nodded,  and 
■  then  bidding  all  hands  good-night,  went  into  the  tent. 


CHAPTER  X. 

HOP  WAII’S  HAQIC  TRICK, 

Young  Wild  West  caused  the  two  prisoners  to  lie  down  close 
to  the  fire,  which  was  to  be  kept  burning  all  night. 

Jim  Dart  took  first  watch,  and  when  it  came  time  for  Charlie 
to  relieve  him,  Bobby  and  Sneaky  were  lying  upon  their 
blankets. 

If  they  were  not  asleep  they  were  keeping  very  quiet,  so 
It  made  little  difference. 

Charlie  felt  that  he  had  nothing  else  to  watch  but  the  pris- 
oners,  but  he  lie’pt  wide-awake  as  usual. 

Wild  took  the  last  watch,  and  as  soon  as  it  began  to  grow 
daylight  he  went  to  the  tent  and  roused  his  partners. 

“Is  It  mornin’  already?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  asked,  sleepily. 
“Why,  It  don’t  seem  as  if  I’ve  been  here  more  than  ten  min¬ 
utes.” 

“It’s  morning  all  right,  Charlie.  It  wdll  soon  bo  broad 
daylight.  Come  on.  If  we  are  going  to  get  that  treasure  out, 
the  quicker  w'o  get  at  it  the  better  it  will  be.  I  have  an  idea 
we'll  finl-sh  the  job  to-day.  I  hope  we’ll  do  it  before  night,  too, 
for  1  want  to  go  and  st-e  the  cave  It  was  taken  from.” 

“The  sounds  of  their  voices  roused  Old  Saul  and  the  rest, 
and  In  lew  than  ten  minute^  all  hands  were  bustling  about. 

The  fire  was  replenished  by  Hop,  who  then  went  to  look 
after  the  horses,  and  Wing  at  once  began  making  prepara¬ 
tions  for  an  early  breakfast. 

T ae  »iin  was  not  yet  up  when  they  sat  down  to  eat. 

Oid  Haul  a^.erned  to  bo  quite  himself,  and  the  two  prisoners 
w^'o  ao  meek  and  penitent  that  they  were  permitted  to  join 
tba  otbem  and  #*at  v/lth  them. 

"  Both  had  declared  several  times  that  they  would  be  slaves 


to  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends,  if  they  were  only  per¬ 
mitted  to  go  their  way  when  they  had  done  with  them. 

Of  course,  no  one  took  any  stock  in  what  they  said,  for 
they  were  bad  through  and  through,  and  should  be  watched. 

But  Wild  knew  very  well  that  they  could  bo  put  to  good 
use,  for  they  were  both  husky  and  would  be  of  great  assistance 
in  getting  the  treasure  box  from  the  boat. 

What  the  boy  me-unt  to  do  was  to  cut  down  two  or  three 
more  trees  and  make  a  sort  of  raft,  and  then  get  a  rope  about 
the  box,  so  it  might  be  lifted  from  the  bottom  of  the  lake. 

“Charlie,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  after  all  had  finished 
eating  the  morning  meal,  “these  two  fellows  can  each  use  an 
axe,  I  know.  I’ll  leave  it  to  you  to  see  to  it  that  they  cut 
down  trees  we  want,  and  when  they  are  ready,  we’ll  lend 
a  hand  and  get  them  Into  the  water.  Go  ahead  now.” 

“Right  yer  are.  Wild,”  the  scout  answered,  and  then  nodding 
to  the  two  villains,  he  added:  “Come  on,  you  sneakin’  co¬ 
yotes.  I  reckon  jmu  have  got  to  do  a  little  sweatin’.  I’m  a 
putty  hard  boss,  I  am,  an’  you’ll  find  it  out,  too.  I’m  goln’ 
to  start  in  to  shoctin’  at  your  hats  if  you  don’t  make  them 
axes  swing  putty  hard  an’  long.” 

But  Bobby  and  Sneaky  were  only  too  willing  to  work,  and 
off  they  went  with  the  scout. 

The  old  man  had  not  had  one  of  his  queer  spells  since  the 
time  lie  had  run  away  from  the  camp  the  afternoon  before. 

He  seemed  to  have  formed  a  gieat  attachment  for  Hop, 
and  by  asking  a  few  questions  he  learned  that  the  Chinaman 
was  a  very  clever  sleight-of-hand  performer. 

Finally  he  asked  how  he  managed  to  make  red  fire  come 
from  the  pistol  when  he  shot  at  Link  Levison  the  night  before. 

“You  likee  colored  fire?”  Hop  asked. 

“Yes,  it  was  surprisin’  to  me  when  that  awful  bright  flash 
showed  last  night.  Kin  you  do  it  in  the  daylight?” 

“Me  do  it  allee  samee  any  timee.  Me  makee  gleen  fire,  too. 
Me  sliowee  you.” 

Wishing  to  treat  the  old  fellow  to  a  genuine  surprise.  Hop 
led  him  a  short  distance  from  the  camp. 

“Me  showee  you  um  magic  tlick,  so  be,”  he  said.  “You 
stay  light  here.” 

Then  the  Chinaman,  who  always  had  all  sorts  of  explosive 
material  with  him,  fussed  behind  a  log  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  when  he  came  back  he  sprinkled  a  train  of  powder  along 
until  he  got  where  Old  Saul  was  waiting  patiently. 

Wild,  Jim  and  the  girls  had  gone  over  to  watch  the  work 
that  Charlie  was  in  charge  of,  w’hile  Wing  was  busy  clearing 
away  the  remains  of  the  breakfast. 

No  doubt  Hop  had  arranged  to  give  a  series  of  quick  ex¬ 
plosions  that  would  show  different  colored  fire. 

He  called  it  his  magic  trick,  however,  and  Old  Saul  certainly 
expected  to  see  something  worth  while. 

He  certainly  did,  as  the  sequel  will  prove. 

But  in  some  way  Hop  had  forgotten  something. 

He  had  left  a  small  can  of  a  dangerous  explosive  behind 
the  rock. 

So  clever  had  he  been  in  arranging  the  train  of  powder, 
that  the  old  Aian  was  not  aware  that  such  a  thing  had  been 
done. 

“You  see  lat  rock,  Misler  Saul?”  Hop  said,  smiling  blandly. 

“Yes,  I  see  it,”  the  old  fellow  answered. 

“Allee  light,  you  watchee.  Me  showee  you  nicee  lillee  tlick.” 

Then  the  Chinaman  took  a  couple  of  cigars  from  his  pocket, 
and  offering  one  to  the  old  man,  who  quickly  accepted  it,  he 
placed  the  oth(?r  in  his  mouth  and  then  struck  a  match. 

He  gave  Old  Saul  a  light  first,  and  then  llglited  his  own 
cigar,  after  which  he  stooped  to  the  ground  and  touched  the 
flame  to  the  powder  train. 

There  was  a  sharp  hiss,  and  then  the  powder  burned  quickly. 

“What  the  matter!”’  Old  Saul  exclaimed,  jumping  back. 

“You  watchee.  Velly  nicee  lillee  tlick,”  was  the  Chinaman’s 
retort.  ■ 

The  next  instant  a  terrific  explosion  rang  out. 

It  was  so  heavy  that  the  ground  fairly  shook,  and  Old  Saul 
and  the  Chinaman  were  thrown  to  the  ground  fiom  the  force 
of  it. 

It  happened  that  Wild  and  his  partners  were  Just  around 
a  bend  of  the  lake  at  the  time,  for  they  had  left  the  girls 
watching  the  two  fellows  as  they  chipiied  the  trees,  and  taking 
care  that  they  did  not  attempt  to  escape. 

Cries  of  alarm  went  up  from  all  hands,  and  everybody  ran 
toward  the  spcH  where  the  explosion  had  occurred. 

The  smoke  hung  close  to  the  ground,  and  when  they  all 
got  to  where  Hop  and  Old  Saul  were  sitting  In  a  confused 
sort  of  way.  It  gradually  began  to  lift. 

“What  did  you  do,  Hop?”  Wild  asked,  sharply. 
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“M?  makee  magic  tllck,  Mlslcr  Wild,”  the  Chinaman  an- 
sv^ered,  somewhat  sheepishly.  “Me  no  undelatand." 

‘‘You  made  a  magic  trick,  but  you  don’t  understand  It,  eh? 
Whereon  ear»h  did  you  get  so  much  powder?  Why,  It  sounded 
as  If  a  ton  of  dynamite  had  exploded.” 

"I  know,  I  knowl”  exclaimed  Old  Saul,  suddenly.  “Right 
behind  that  rock  Is  where  I  put  the  dynamite  when  I  brought 
U  from  the  settlement  two  or  three  years  ago.  I  remember 
It  now,  I  remember  It  now.” 

Then  he  danced  up  and  down  excitedly. 

“is  that  right:”  the  young  deadshot  asked,  starting  vio¬ 
lently. 

“Yes,  yes.  Let’s  go  an’  see  what  it  done.” 

Then  they  all  rushed  over  to  the  high  bank. 

The  sound  of  rushing  water  came  to  their  ears,  which  grad¬ 
ually  deepened  into  a  terrific  roar. 

Where  the  rock  had  been  was  now  a  deep  chasm,  and  as 
the  young  deadshot  looked  to  the  left,  he  saw  that  the  high 
ridge  that  encircled  the  lake  at  that  section  had  been  split 
asunder. 

Such  a  marvelous  change  had  been  wrought  that  when 
they  all  gathered  there,  they  did  not  leave  the  spot  for  fully 
ton  minutes. 

The  water  was  pouring  out  In  a  mighty  cataract,  for  the 
chasm  was  about  thirty  feet  in  width. 

Wishing  to  see  where  the  water  all  w'ent,  they  climbed  to 
the  top  of  the  bank  and  went  to  the  other  side. 

Then  as  far  as  they  could  see  downward  there  was  what 
appeared  to  be  a  mighty  river. 

“That  sartainly  was  a  magic  trick,  heathen,”  the  scout 
declared,  as  he  turned  to  the  clever  Chinee.  “You  was  doin’ 
somethin’  to  puzzle  the  old  man  an’  you  set  off  the  dynamite 
|thnt  he  put  there  a  good  while  ago,  an’  forgot  where  he  put 
It,  Jest  see  v/hat  you  have  done.  You  have  spoiled  the  whole 
lake.” 

'“That  reminds  me!”  Young  Wild  West  exclaimed.  “Let’s 
go  back  and  have  a  look.  The  water  is  coming  out  so  fast 
that  it  shouldn’t  take  a  great  while  before  the  bottom  lies 
hare.” 

Then  theyi  all  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  ridge  again  and 
made  for  the  bank  of  the  lake. 

The  sight  they  came  upon  was  a  startling  one. 

The  bottom  of  the  lake  was  nearly  i  dry,  and  protruding 
from  the  muddy  depths  was  the  semblance  of  a  boat,  in  which 
lay  a  human  skeleton  and  a  heavy,  iron-bound  box. 

“Great  gimlets!”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie,  rubbing  his  eyes, 
for  he  could  scarcely  believe  that  he  was  seeing  right.  “How 
In  thunderatlon  could  the  water  have  got  out  as  quick  as  that? 
But  jest  look  there!  There’s  the  boat  Old  Saul  has  been  look¬ 
in’  for  so  long,  an’  there's  what’s  left  of  his  pard  right 
in  It.” 

Just  then  the  old  man  came  up. 

He  seemed  as  if  paralyzed  with  astonishment  for  neaidy  a 
minute. 

Then  he  dropped  upon  the  ground  and  began  sobbing  vio¬ 
lently. 


“There’s  poor  Jim  Black,  or  all  that’s  left  of  him,”  he 
moaned,  “Ain’t  this  hard?  We  thought  we  was  the  luckiest 
men  v;hat  ever  lived  when  we  found  that  treasure.  But  I’m 
glad  I’ve  found  what’s  left  of  him,  ’cause  I  kin  bury  him  de¬ 
cent.  I  never  would  have  felt  good  if  I  hadn’t  been  able  to  do 
that.” 

• 

The  others  did  not  pay  much  attention  to  what  he  said. 

What  puzzled  them  mostly  was  how  the  water  could  pos¬ 
sibly  have  left  the  lake  In  such  quick  time. 

Certainly  It  could  not  have  poured  out  through  the  opening 
that  had  been  caused  by  the  terrific  explosion. 

But  Young  Wild  West  was  not  the  one  to  stand  still  and 
ponder  over  a  puzzle. 

“There’s  only  one  thing  about  It,"  he  said.  “Hop’s  magic 
trick  has  served  a  great  purpose.  It  certainly  caused  the 
water  to  leave  the  lake.  There’s  the  boat,  and  I  reckon  we 
can  wade  right  out  to  It,  which  will  save  a  whole  lot  of 
trouble.” 


But  this  was  no  doubt  due  to  the  explosion,  which  bad  be^fO 
caused  by  Hop  unintentionally. 

The  two  prisoners  were  ordered  to  follow  Young  Wild  W**st 
and  his  partners  to  the  boat,  and  once  they  got  there  the-  re¬ 
mains  of  Jim  Black  were  taken  out  and  carried  ashore. 

Then  before  doing  anything  else  Wild  saw  to  It  that  a  grave 
was  dug,  and  then  called  upon  Old  Saul  to  recite  sotue  sort  of 
burial  service,  which  be  did  in  his  own  w'ay.  7 

’I’^is  belug  done,  the  remains  were  covered  up,  and  a  mourrd 
made,  after  which  Old  Saul  carried  a  slab  of  stone  and  placed 
it  at  the  head  of  the  grave,  so  it  might  be  marked. 

With  bared  head  the  old  fellow  stood  over  It  for  a  few  min¬ 
utes,  and  then  walking  over  to  where  our  friends  were  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  bank  of  the  lake,  he  said: 

“That’s  all  over  now',  an’  I  feel  better.  You  have  found  the 
treasure  for  me,  an’  half  of  it’s  yours.” 

“We  don't  want  half  of  it,  Saul,”  the  young  deadshot  de¬ 
clared,  shaking  his  head. 

“If  you  won’t  agree  to  that  I  refuse  to  let  it  be  touched, 
then.  ” 

“Well,  in  that  case  I  reckon  we  had  better  agree  to  it.  It 
would  be  foolish  of  us  to  let  that  Spanish  gold  stay  there  for 
some  one  else  to  get.  I  suppose,  though,”  and  he  turned  to 
Bobby  and  Sneaky,  “these  two  fellows  would  be  glad  to  get 
away  with  it.” 

“We  don’t  want  any  of  it,”  Bobby  retorted,  quickly,  “unless 
you  might  feel  like  givin’  us  a  little  when  you  let  us  go.” 

“We’il  see  about  that  w'hen  the  time  comes.  Now  then, 
everybody  lend  a  hand  and  w'e’ll  get  the  treasure  ashore.” 

It  was  no  easy  task  to  remove  the  box  from  the  boat  to  the 
shore,  and  Wild  knew  it. 

He  decided  to  take  the  gold  from  it,  a  little  at  a  time,  which 
they  did,  dumping  it  upon  a  blanket  in  the  larger  of  the  two 
tents. 

When  they  had  taken  the  last  coin  from  the  box  Young  Wild 
"West  declared  that  the  job  was  at  an  end. 

Old  Saul  seemed  very  bright  now,  and  appeared  more  so 
than  he  had  at  any  time  since  they  met  him. 

“I  think  I’m  goin’  to  stay  myself,  now,”  he  declared,  as  he 
looked  at  Wild  and  smiled  faintly.  “You  don’t  know  how 
much  I’ve  worried  ever  since  poor  Jim  went  down  with  the 
boat.  If  you  noticed  when  we  took  his  body  out  his  feet  was 
caught  under  somethin’.  That’s  why  he  was  drowned,  an’  I 
got  away.” 

“It  can’t  be  helped,  Saul,”  was  the  reply.  “Don’t  think  any¬ 
thing  more  about  it.  Anyhow,  your  pard  has  been  dead  a  long 
time,  and  though  you  can  never  forget  him,  you  should  feel 
that  it  can’t  be  helped.” 

“I  do  feel  that  way.” 

“1  want  you  to  take  us  over  so  we  can  have  a  look  at  the 
cave  where  you  took  the  gold  from.  There  may  be  more 
there.” 

“There  ain’t  no  more  there,  an’  I  don’t  s’pose  there’s  any 
cave  there  now.  Jest  afore  we  got  the  gold  from  It  there  was 
a  big  cave-ln.  I  s’pose  it  was  one  of  them  old-time  stone  tem¬ 
ples  or  some  place  like  that,  which  they  said  people  lived  in 
hundreds  of  years  ago.  But  I’ll  take  you  over  there,  an’  you 
kin  have  a  look.” 


1 
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They  went  with  him  a  little  later,  but  could  not  find  the 
least  vestige  of  anything  like  a  cave,  so  after  all  it  was  really 
a  iiiystery  where  the  treasure  came  from. 

But  they  had  recovered  it,  anyhow,  and  there  being  nothing 
left  to  keep  them  at  the  lake  any  longer,  they  set  out  the  next 
morning  to  get  to  the  nearest  point  of  civilization. 

Sneaky  and  Bobby  were  given  a  hundred  dollars  apiece  and 
permitted  to  go  their  way,  taking  the  four  horses  with  them. 

In  due  time  a  settlement  was  reached  and,  true  to  his  word, 
Old  Saul  made  Young  Wild  'West  and  his  friends  take  half  the 
treasure,  which  must  have  amounted  to  something  like  thirty- 
five  thousand  dollars  all  told. 

The  old  man  told  them  he  was  going  East  to  look  up  some 
relatives  he  had  there,  and  that  was  the  last  they  ever  saw  of 
him,  but  all  wished  him  good  luck  and  were  well  satisfied  with 
the  result  of  Hop  Wah’s  Magic  Trick. 


Next  week’s  Issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST  BOS'5- 
INO  A  CATTLE  RANGE;  OR.  ARIETTA  CORNERED  bV 
RUSTLERS." 


He  turned  to  te  sweetheart  and  nodded  for  her  to  follow 
him,  and  they  wlfliced  along  the  shore  of  the  lake,  which  was 
close  to  where  the  boat  was  lying  In  the  mud. 

When  they  got  there  they  noticed  a  whirlpool  something  like 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  out  upon  the  lake. 

A  roaring  sound  came  from  It,  too,  and  then  they  knew  that  ! - - - - 

bottom  of  the  lake.  opeo,o*n.uBt..veocou„«iruhtatth,isE(|D  POSTAL  FOR"  OUR  F^RETMAlMiE. 
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ii  A  .'.'-mprehensive  valuation  of  Buckingham  Falaco  and 
content?  has  just  been  completed  by  a  West  End  firm. 
The  property  i?  returned  a?  worth  $17,500,000,  of  which 
one  room  alone  monopolizes  nearly  $‘2,500,000.  The  val¬ 
uation  is  said  to  be  with  a  view  to  reinsuring  the  palace 
against  possible  suffragette  outrages. 


The  French  government  has  decided  to  spend  $1^400,000 
for  the  improvement  of  the  harbor  of  Papette,  on  the 
north  side  of  the  island  of  Tahiti.  It  will  also  have  con¬ 
structed  a  wireless  plant  there  with  a  view  to  profiting  by 
the  Panama  Canal  traffic.  The  official  French  report  bear¬ 
ing  on  the  roll  of  France's  oceanic  possessions  in  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  canal  will  be  issued  shortly. 


'  A  minimum  wage  for  the  clergy  is  now  the  cry  in  tlie 
Protestant  Episcopal  Church.  The  annual  convention  of 
the  New  Jersey  Diocese  adopted  a  canon  providing  that 
married  ministers  in  new  parishes  receive  an  annual  salar}' 
of  $1,200  and  unmarried  ones  $1,000.  This  is  the  first 
time  an  Episcopal  diocesan  convention  has  gone  on  record 
as  favoring  a  minimum  standard  of  pay  for  the  ministry. 
It  is  said  that  to-day’s  action  is  the  beginning  of  a  higher 
salary  movement  throughout  the  Church. 


In  restitution  for  petty  thefts  of  several  years  ago,  R.  E. 
!MacLean,  manager  of  the  I.  Stephenson  Company  mills  at 
y'ells,  Mich,  has  received  the  sum  of  $15.  Accompanying 
file  letter,  which  came  from  one  of  the  coast  States,  was  the 
information  that  several  years  ago  the  writer  had  been 
Employed  by  the  Stephenson  Company  and  that  he  had 
stolen  a  number  of  small  articles  from  the  stores.  A  re¬ 
vival  meeting  brought  about  the  desire  of  the  former 
Escanaba  resident  to  make  restitution. 


Unless  some  of  the  wizards  who  are  improving  upon 
nature  can  turn  out  a  spherical  potato  the  navy  must  find 
a  better  potato-peeling  machine  than  the  electric  device 
now  in  u.se.  The  department  has  sent  out  an  appeal  to 
inventors  to  submit  a  device  that  will  economically  pare 
'  potatoes  of  irregular  form.  The  official  statement  declares 
t^at  ‘fit  seems  that  the  present  machines  do  a  most  effec¬ 
tive  and  acceptable  job  on  a  perfectly  round  potato,  but 
w  ten  the  tuber  arrives  long  and  slender,  or  sawed  off  and 
*>'.mraered  down,  the  trouble  begins.” 


In  1790  the  population  of  the  country  was  3,025,G25; 
,  in  1910,  91,972,206,  the  growth  being  in  the  last  ten  years 
)  a  v  ut  10,000,000.  The  area  in  1790,  in  square  miles,  was 
41 7.:  70;  in  1910,  over  3,000,000.  Number  of  miles  of 
ri-:  in  1790,  none;  in  1910,  250,000.  Number  of 

p  in  1790,  75;  in  1910,  about  60,000.  The  popu- 

of  New  York  city  in  the  year  1790  was  49,401;  in 
i  *  '*^7  it  4,766,833.  Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  New  York 
1  •  in  1910  had  a  moch  larger  population  than  the 

j  vuntr)'  had  in  the  year  1790. 


Motor  boat  races  from  New  York  and  Cliica^  through 
the  Panama  Canal  to  the  Golden  Gate,  in  which  ihe  highest 
speed  motor  boats  of  the  world  will  compete,  will  he  one 
of  the  most  interesting  fixtures  in  connection  with  a  sport’s 
programme  of  the  Panama-Pacific  International  Exposi¬ 
tion  in  San  Francisco  in  1915.  These  will  be  the  longest 
races  on  record  and  will  be  the  longest  voyages  ever  under¬ 
taken  by  power  boats.  In  the  case  of  the  race  from  Chi¬ 
cago  the  route  will  be  through  the  drainage  canal  to  the 
'Mississippi,  thence  to  the  Gulf,  through  the  Panama  Canal, 
to  the  Golden  Gate.  The  New  York  race  will  follow  the 
Atlantic  Coast  to  the  Gulf  and  thence  through  the  canal 
to  San  Francisco. 


Three  post-office  inspectors  have  begun  an  investigation 
of  the  finding  of  hundreds  of  dollars  in  gold  certificatea 
believed  to  be  a  portion  of  $50,000  stolen  by  Charles  Sav¬ 
age  from  a  mail  truck  in  the  Union  Station  in  Kansas 
City  five  years  ago.  Developments  show  that  persons  have 
been  finding  the  certificates,  mostly  of  the  $20  denomina¬ 
tion,  for  a  month,  and  have  kept  the  matter  secret.  It  is 
estimated  that  at  least  $1,000  has  been  picked  up  in  gut¬ 
ters,  vacant  lots  and  back  yards.  All  the  money  was  dis¬ 
covered  within  a  radius  of  eight  blocks  of  the  home  of  a 
relative  of  Charles  Savage,  at  whose  house  he  stopped 
before  his  arrest.  One  theory  of  the  investigators  is  that 
the  money  was  concealed  in  a  tree  and  dislodged  by  re¬ 
cent  winds. 


A  400-pound  sturgeon  was  taken  in  a  mackerel  net  in 
the  Atlantic  Ocean  off  Fire  Island,  New  York,  the  other 
day,  by  the  fishing  crew  of  the  Islip  Live  Fish  Company. 
The  fish  was  nine  feet  long  and  gave  the  crew  a  fierce 
battle.  Its  struggles  nearly  capsized  the  boat.  It  proved 
a  profitable  catch  for  the  fishing  cornpan}’’,  as  it  was  found 
to  contain  ninety  pounds  of  roe,  which  sells  at  wholesale 
at  $1.25,  and  the  fish  itself  is  worth  at  retail  80  cents  a 
pound.  The  fish  was  landed  by  means  of  long  poles  with 
hooks  which  are  used  in  taking  horse  mackerel.  Capt. 
Christian  Christiansen,  who  was  in  charge  of  the  small 
boat,  said  he  thought  he  and  his  men  were  surely  going 
to  “Davy  Jones’  locker.” 


The  Swiss  birdman,  Oscar  Bidcr,  made  a  world’s  record 
in  high  flying  when  he  crossed  the  Bernese  x\lps  the  other 
day  in  a  monoplane.  In  spite  of  a  high  wind  and  bitter 
cold  which  almost  froze  him  to  his  scat  in  tlie  ’plane,  he 
flew  over  the  Rawil  Pass,  wliieh  unites  the  cantons  of 
Berne  and  Valais,  covering  the  fifty  miles  from  Oberain- . 
nental  to  Sitten  at  an  altitude  of  3,200  metres  (10,660 
feet)  in  two  hours  and  fifteen  minutes.  lie  rose  into  the  air 
at  Berne  in  the  presence  of  a  large  and  cntliusiastic  crowd, 
and  then  glided  up  over  the  pass,  topping  tlie  highest  peaks 
and  circling  like  a  huge  eagle.  His  landing  was  made  at 
Sitten,  in  the  canton  of  Valais,  witliout  incident.  Tie  was  so 
frozen  and  exhausted,  however,  that  friends  had  to  lift  | 
iiim  from  the  monoplane. 
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By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XIX  (Continued) 

‘*1  begin  to  see  through  it  all  now,”  said  Dick.  "It  is 
the  biggest  piece  of  villainy  that  I  ever  heard  of  in  my 
Life.” 

"I  agree  with  you,  Dick,”  said  Mr.  Lemmons.  "It  cer¬ 
tainly  has  no  parallel.  And  to  think  that  the  very  men 
whom  I  selected,  because  I  thought  them  better  educated 
and  better  qualified  to  make  this  hermitage  of  a  ranch 
pleasant,  should  turn  out  to  be  a  gang  of  villains !” 

The  party  was  so  overcome  by  the  discovery  that  they 
sat  upon  the  stones  to  rest  and  recover  themselves. 

At  last  Dick,  who  always  had  an  eye  to  business,  said: 

"Don’t  you  think  that  it  is  time  we  were  going?  We 
are  not  out  of  the  woods  yet.” 

"You  are  right,  Dick.” 

"Yes,  Dick  is  always  right,”  declared  Benny.  "I  did 
him  a  mean  trick  once,  but  Dick’s  not  the  boy  to 
lay  up  anything  like  that  against  a  fellow  who  tries  to 
reform.” 

"I  am  sorry  that  my  son  ever  did  wrong,  but  if  he  has 
been  wrong,  I  am  glad  that  he  is  reforming.” 

"Ivet’s  be  moving,”  the  ranchman  said.  "We  will  not 
have  much  time  to  spare,  I  am  afraid.  If  those  fellows 
get  on  to  what  we  are  doing,  there  are  many  branches  to 
this  cave  which  they  can  enter  and  cut  off  our  retreat  be¬ 
fore  we  reach  the  opening.” 

The  ranchman  bearing  the  candle  went  before,  Dick 
next,  and  after  them  came  Mrs.  Maxwell,  who  would  in¬ 
sist  on  holding  Benny’s  hand,  as  if  she  was  afraid  that  he 
would  get  away  from  her  or  be  stolen  again. 

"Are  you  really  my  ma  ?”  he  asked,  looking  up  into  the 
face  of  the  woman,  who  was  very  beautiful. 

"There  i.*!  no  doubt  of  it.”  she  answered.  "The  story 
you  told  of  your  early  life;  the  resemblance,  the  age,  and 
then  there  is  something  in  my  heart  that  from  the  ver^' 
first  prompted  me  to  say  that  you  were  my  son.  And  now 
your  sister?” 

"Ob.  Bessie!” 

"Ye,s,  or.  rather  .Annabel,  for  that  is  her  real  name.  Do 
you  think  we  can  find  her?” 

"Yes,  von  bet,  when  we  get  out  of  thi.s  scrape  we  can 
find  her.” 

"I  hope  *hat  w  r~n.” 

"But  «e  are  p:  t  out  of  the  woo<ls  yot.  Dick  says  so.  and 
whatever  Di*  k  -ays  goes  in  this  country,  you  bet,” 


"Dick  seems  to  be  a  wonderfully  good  boy.’ 

"Yes,  and  smart  as  a  steel  trap,  and  brave  as  a  lion. 
Why,  when  a  big  boy  was  pounding  me  at  the  school,  Besj. 
sie  called  to  him^  for  help,  and  he  came  and  licked  a  fellow 
who  was  lots  bigger  than  him.” 

"What  was  the  boy  pounding  you  for,  Benny."  j 

"  Oh,  I  had  been  throwing  stones,  and  it  seems  he  got  in 
the  way,  and  he  didn’t  like  it  very  well.  But  Dick  settled 
him,  and  I  will  tell  you  one  tiling,  ma - ” 

"What  is  it,  my  son?” 

"I  believe  he  likes  Bess.” 

"Who?” 

"Dick.” 

"Does  he?” 

"I'es,  he  asks  about  her  almost  every  day,  and  one  night 
I  heard  him  talking  in  his  sleep,  and  he  seemed  to  be 
drt'aming  that  he  was  talking  to  her,  and  that  some  danger 
was  threatening  her.  I  heard  him  say  he  would  wal^^ 
through  blood  up  to  his  neck  for  her.” 

"Then  he  must  like  her.” 

"And  I  will  tell  you  more,  ma ;  I  believe  that  she  lik 
him.” 

"Much?” 

"Yes,  a  whole  lot.” 

'  I 

"Tell  me  about  ray  daughter.  My  little  Annabel.  Is 
she  very  beautiful?” 

Acs.  Sis  is  said  by  cvcrybodx’Vo  be  a  real  pretty  girl, 
and  I  guess  what  everybody  says  is  pretty  nearly  so.”' 

I  hope  she  is  good.  Goodness  is  more  to  be  desired 
than  beauty.”  t 

Oh,  sis  is  all  right.  Y  hv,  she  was  always  preaching  to_ 
me  about  my  being  so  tough ;  and  all  that  was  the  matter" 
with  me  was  that  I  wanted  to  have  a  little  fun,  but  then 
girls  ain't  like  hoys,  you  know,  ma.” 

Aes,  T  knov  that,  yet  hoys  can  have  fun  without  bein^ 
so  naughty.” 

Tlic  ranchman  a.ul  Pick,  n  l.o  mere  in  advance,  came  to  a 
halt,  and  listened. 

‘Y  hat  s  the  matter?”  asked  Bennv 

"Tasten.” 

in or  ahout- 

,mpo,.RWc  to  toll  from  what  direction  thev  came.  TV 
noise  reemed  to  crow  and  sw.dl  even  moment.  The 
ing  winds  through  the  caxrrn  mado  it  gn'ater  vt-  i" 
omnt.  Pick,  who  waa  in  front,  aaid: 


i 


AYILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


21 


j>i'unds  very  much  like  the  noised  made  by  the  wild 
iner.  <'i  the  cavern.” 

"Wild  men,"  growled  Benny,  taking  the  old  musket 
frvuu  his  shoulder.  "They  had  better  be  a  little  shy  of  the 
they  advance,  or  we  may  tame  some  of  them.” 

"Lxik,”  said  Mrs.  Maxwell;  “I  see  a  light.  Look  away 
ahead.  It  is  really  a  light,  and  is  coming  this  way.” 

A  faint  light  could  be  seen,  which  grew  brighter  eveiy 
moment.  . 

"It  is  a  light,"  declared  Mr.  Lemmons. 

"And  it  is  growing  brighter.” 

‘‘It  is  coming  this  way.” 

“We  will  see  them  soon,”  said  Dick,  “and  unless  I  am 
very  much  off  the  right  track,  you  will  see  it  is  the  Wild 
Men.” 

Dick  proved  to  be  correct.  They  had  to  wait  but  a  few 
moments  when  there  came  from  around  a  curve  in  the 
cavern  some  half  dozen  wild,  fantastic-looking  individuals, 
Avearing  masks  of  animals.  A  man  with  a  head  of  a  buffalo 
led  them,  and  then  followed  one  with  cow’s  horns,  another 
with  a  Avolf's  head,  another  with  tlm  head  of  an  eagle,  and, 
in  fact,  many  of  the  animal  kingdom  were  represented. 

“Crouch  down  behind  this  stone,”  said  Mr.  Lem¬ 
mons. 

They  did  so,  and  the  party  of  masked  and  disguised  be¬ 
ings  came  on  closer  and  closer  to  them. 

“Swing  out;  sift  the  cavern,”  said  a  terrible  voice. 
“They  are  in  hiding  somewhere  in  the  cavern,  and  we  will 
get  them  yet.” 

Benny  could  stand  no  more.  He  brought  the  old  musket 
to  bear  on  the  foremost  and  pulled  the  trigger.  There  Avas 
a  report  that  would  seem  to  split  the  earth,  and  the  ounce 
ball  struck  the  left  horn  of  the  buffalo  and  knocked  the 
mask  completely  from  the  head  of  the  man.  He  staggered, 
and  his  face  came  into  the  full  glare  of  the  torch  carried 
by  the  man  Avith  the  wolf  head. 

Dick  started,  and  cried  : 

“It’s  Mr.  Simeon  Snelling!” 

“Back,  back  to  the  stone  house!”  cried  the  ranchman. 
“It  is  our  only  hope  ndAV.” 

■  They  all  sprang  to  their  feet  and  began  to  retreat,  just 
as  a  shower  of  bullets  Avhizzed  above  their  heads,  and  rat¬ 
tled  against  the  stone  Avail  ahead  of  them. 

“Run.  run  for  vour  lives !”  cried  Mr.  Lemmons,  holding 
the  light  above  his  head. 

“Wait  until  I  load  my  gun,”  said  Benny. 

“Never  mind  the  gun.  Throw  it  down.” 

Dick  drew  his  largest  revolver  and  fired  three  or  four 
shota  at  the  advancing  brigands,  who  now  throwing  off 
their  cumbersome  masks,  Avere  crowding  in  the  rear.  He 
wounded  two  of  them,  and  they,  having  a  Avholesome  dread 
of  his  marksman.^hip,  kept  at  a  respectful  distance,  firing 
their  rifles  and  pistols  at  long  range. 

Ti.^-v  did  not  know  how'  far  they  had  gone  from  the 
jtone  ijo  until  they  tried  to  retrace  their  steps.  To 
Fkl'  it  a^-emed  that  they  had  gone  miles,  though  he  knew 
.^vjld  not  have  done  so. 

•:  U'ot  thr  •y  to  the  flight  of  stone  steps  and  began 

*-j  'iiey  were  f»oou  in  the  stone  house,  and  had 


fastened  down  the  trap-door.  Now  they  were  assailed  from 
beloAv  and  above. 

.Mr.  Lemmons  kncAv  that  some  of  the  coAvboys  and  ranch¬ 
men  had  gone  doAvn  to  the  opposite  end  of  the  cavern,  and 
Avere  coming  np,  hoping  to  surprise  tliem. 

They  found  the  door  fiercely  assailed  with  axes  and  ham¬ 
mers. 

“It  can’t  stand  it  long,”  said  Mr.  Lemmons. 

“No,  it  is  yielding  now,”  said  Dick.  “There  it  comes 
doAvn  1”  and  with  a  crash  the  door  fell. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

CONCLUSION. 

» 

A  wild  yell  went  np  on  the  air.  It  was  a  yell  of  victory, 
a  shout  of  triumph,  but  it  was  droAvned  by  a  Avilder  yell. 
The  last  yell  came  from  beyond  the  stone  Avail,  and  they 
heard  the  clattering  of  horses’  hoofs. 

“Halt  I  Stop  that  firing!  What  does  this  mean?” 

Benny,  who  had  brought  his  musket  to  bear  on  the 
breast  of  one  of  the  men  who  AA^as  forcing  the  door,  peeped 
out  of  the  windoAv,  and  cried:- 

“Blue  coats,  by  jiminy!” 

It  Avas  so.  Half  a  hundred  cavalr5’men  poured  through 
the  gate,  which  had  been  SAVung  open,  and  Avith  drawn 
sabres  dashed  down  upon  the  stone  house,  crying: 

“Ho!  Halt!  Stop  this  business !” 

The  brigands  turned  pale,  and  began  to  tremble.  ^ 

“Fall  back,  or  we  Avill  fire  into  you !” 

“We  are  done  for,  bo3^s !”  said  some  one  who  seemed  to 
be  in  command  of  the  outlaAVS. 

“What  does  this  mean?”  demanded  the  lieutenant  of 
cavaliw,  riding  quite  up  to  the  door, 

“We  are  trying  to  capture  some  robbers,”  said  one  of  the 
attacking  party. 

“It’s  all  a  lie,  cap!”  cried  Benny.  “I  tell  ye,  it’s  all  a 
great  big  AAdiopper!” 

“Come  out  of  there,  all  of  yon,  and  aa'c  will  have  some 
explanation  of  this.” 

Dick  recognized  the  lieutenant  in  command  as  the  man 
Avho  had  rescued  him  and  Benny  from  the  pretended  In¬ 
dians. 

“We  Avill  come  out,  lieutenant,  for  we  feel  that  we  sh^tll 
be  perfectly  safe  if  avc  do  so.” 

“Well,  come  right  out,  and  let  ns  see  you.  Why,  hello! 
Arc  you  not  the  two  youngsters  we  took  aAvay  from  tho 
Indians?”  he  asked,  as  Benny  and  Dick  came  out  of  th« 
stone  house. 

“Yes,  and  these  are  the  Indians,  or  part  of  them.  Thera 
are  a  fcAv  more  down  under  the  ground,”  said  Dick. 

“Where?” 

Mr,  Loniraons  noAv  explained  that  tbore  wa.s  a  cavern  un¬ 
der  the  ground,  and  that  the  enemy  bad  attacked  them 
from  above  ami  beloAV. 


(d’o  be  Continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


CIIIXESE  GEXEEAL  KILLED  BY  BOMB. 

General  TTsu  Pao  San  of  China  was  killed  by  a  bomb 
while  opening  a  box  in  the  belief  that  it  contained  por¬ 
celain,  of  which  he  was  an  ardent  collector. 

lie  had  sent  for  a  piece  of  porcelain,  and  when  the  box 
arrived  he  attempted  to  pry  of!  the  cover.  A  terrific  ex¬ 
plosion  resulted,  and  he  was  hurled  to  the  opposite  end  of 
the  room.  A  servant  was  also  instantly  killed. 

The  General,  who  was  known  as  “Tiger  Hsu,”  was  a 
strong  supporter  of  President  Yuan  Shi  Kai,  and  the  ob¬ 
ject  of  bitter  hatred  by  the  Southern  extremists. 


HIGHEST  TOWER  IN  THE  WORLD.  • 

Should  Buenos  Ayres  carry  out  a  project  now  under 
contemplation  the  city  will  erect  the  highest  tower  in  the 
world  overtopping  that  of  Eiffel  by  189  feet.  It  is 
planned  to  put  the  steel  structure  up  to  a  height  of  1,173 
feet,  and  a  statue  at  the  top  will  be  surmounted  with  an 
electric  light  of  one  million  candle  power.  The  tower,  as 
plans  have  been  drawn,  will  have  facilities  for  social 
gatherings,  cafes,  restaurants,  library,  billiard  rooms,  gym¬ 
nasium,  as  well  as  a  wireless  telegraphic  station  and  a 
meteorological  observatory. 


OCEAN  SPONGE  FARMING. 

The  cultivation  of  sponges  under  the  bottom  of  the  ocean 
is  accomplished  by  means  of  cement  triangles  or  discs; 
these  are  let  down  with  a  strand  of  wire,  or  dropped  down 
if  the  water  is  shallow,  to  rest  on  the  bottom.  Here  they 
are  permitted  to  remain  for  a  year  or  two,  until  satisfac¬ 
tory  groAvth  has  been  attained,  when  they  are  hooked  up 
from  the  bottom  by  men  in  a  boat.  If  the  water  happens 
to  be  very  deep,  a  number  of  divers  are  employed  for 
putting  new  cuttings  on  the  discs  as  they  take  the  full- 
grown  sponges  off.  It  is  claimed  that  cultivated  sponges 
have  at  least  one  important  advantage  over  those  taken 
from  their  natural  growing  places,  in  that  the  former 
can  be  removed  from  the  cement  discs  or  triangles  without 
damaging  the  texture  and  wearing  qualities  of  the  sponges 
— a  result  that  it  is  impossible  to  obtain  when  they  are 
detached  from  their  rocky  or  coral  foundations. 


DOGS  FOR  THE  DUTCH  ARMY. 

During  the  military  maneuvers  last  summer  it  often 
happened  that  the  mitrailleur — a  quick-firing  machine  gun 
for  the  infantry — arrived  too  late  at  the  point  of  destina¬ 
tion. 

This  deficiency  was  caused  by  the  difficulty  of  transport; 
for  the  gun  with  support  weighs  175  pounds.  This  is  a 
heavy  load  for  men  to  carry,  combined  or  separate.  To 
remedy  the  difficulty  the  Dutch  army  authorities  are  now 
making  experiments  with  the  invention  of  a  Belgian 
ofiRcer,  i.e.,  a  very  light  cart  drawn  by  two  strong  dogs. 
This  device  has  already  been  adopted  by  the  Belgian  army  i 
for  the  transport  of  infantry  mitrailleurs  and  has  beenj 
found  eminently  satisfactory — even  more  so  than  the  I 


transport  by  horses  of  this  same  kind  of  guns  for  the 
artillery. 

The  very  light  cart  weighs  220  pounds.  Dogs  and  cart 
can  ver}'  easily  jump  across  any  obstacle  in  the  way,  and 
the  gun  can  be  placed  in  position  by  two  men.  The  same 
kind  of  carts  and  dogs  are  used  to  transport  the  ammuni¬ 
tion.  So  proud  are  the  dogs  of  their  task  and  so  faithful 
that  no  other  than  the  men  of  the  company  to  which 
they  belong  will  dare  to  load  the  gun. 


GERMAN  ARCTIC  EXPEDITION. 

The  terrible  sufferings  of  the  German  Arctic  expedition 
under  Lieutenant  Schroeder-Stranz  at  Spitzbergen  are  told 
in  the  diary  of  Artist  Herr  Rave,  one  of  those  rescued.  He 
telegraphed  extracts  from  Advent  Bay,  giving  details  of 
the  movements  of  the  expedition  after  it  abandoned  its 
vessel,  the  Herzog  Ernst,  September  21,  1912. 

His  account  reads  in  part ; 

“The  proposal  to  abandon  the  ship  came  from  Captain 
Ritschel  at  the  beginning  of  September.  The  vessel  then 
had  provisions  for  four  months. 

“The  party  started  for  Advent  Bay,  and  reached  a  hut 
on  Wijde  Bay  October  4. 

“Dr.  Rudiger,  the  oceanographer,  was  suffering  then 
from  a  half-frozen  foot.  It  became  worse  and  there  were 
no  more  bandage  materials. 

“Provisions  ran  out,  and  we  left  the  hut  November  23, 
hoping  to  regain  the  ship.  This  we  did  December  1. 

“Dr.  Rudiger’s  foot  had  to  be  amputated. 

“The  guides  and  sailors  of  the  expedition  returned  un¬ 
expectedly  to  the  ship  December  24,  reporting  the  loss 
of  Eberhardt.  They  had  no  news  of  Dr.  Dettmers  or  Dr. 
Moeser,  the  botanist.”  , 


A  HEIGHT  RECORD 

The  young  head  pilot  of  the  Farman  School  at  Etampes, 
Pierre  Gougenheim,  recently  made  a  brilliant  performance, 
breaking  the  record  for  height  rvith  five  men  on  board,  in 
spite  of  the  fact  that  a  very  strong  wind  was  blowing  at 
the  time.  At  7  A.  M.  the  80  horse-power  Gnome-motored 
Farman  biplane  left  the  shed  and  took  on  the  pilot  and 
four  men,  and  at  7:10  A.  M.,  the  aeroplane  started  up 
easily  in  spite  of  the  heavy  load  and  then  made  evolutions 
about  the  aerodrome.  At  8:05  A.  M.  it  reached  an  alti¬ 
tude  of  750  meters  (2,461  feet),  but  then  a  shower  com¬ 
menced  and  this  prevented  him  from  going  any  higher. 
He  descended  under  good  conditions  and  alighted  on  the 
ground  with  ease  in  front  of  the  hangars.  The  above 
height  was  found  recorded  on  the  barometer.  The  world's 
record  for  five  persons  had  been  held  by  the  Belgian 
Berschaeve  with  596  meters  (1,955  feet),  but  this  is  much 
distanced  at  present.  The  flight  w’as  checked  by  the  Aero 
Club's  delegate.  What  is  remarkable  is  that  the  velocity  of 
j  the  wind  was  35  miles  an  hour,  and  the  pilot  had  great 
I  difficulty  in  overco'ming  the  air  resistance  caused  by  the 
j  four  persons.  He  used  a  huge  Farman  biplane  having  a 
I  spread  of  56  feet. 
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FIGHTING  WITH  GOMEZ 

TEXAS  COWBOYS  IN  CUBA 

By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 

(A  SEELVL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XXI  (Continued) 

“Cuba  Libre!”  shouted  the  Texans. 

“Viva  Americanos!”  came  back  at  them.  But  when 
Blanca' s  cavalry  appeared,  the  swarthy  fellows  nearly  split 
their  throats.  They  had  seen  the  cowboys  in  battle,  and 
knew  what  a  thunderbolt  the  little  band  was  in  a  headlong 
charge.  Every  Cuban  yelled,  and  the  Texans  vied  with 
them  in  yelling: 

“Cuba“  Libre!” 

The  army  marched  toward  Matanzas,  where  Weyler  and 
several  thousand  Spanish  soldiers  had  come  to  spread 
havoc  among  the  jxior  people  in  the  surrounding  country. 
The  moment  it  was  known  that  the  commander-in-chief  of 
the  Cuban  army  was  moving  on  Matanzas,  the  wildest  ex¬ 
citement  spread  through  the  country.  A  great  battle  was 
looked  for,  and  Weyler  himself  seemed  to  be  expecting 
one. 

At  last  tlie  captain-general  himself  marched  out  with 
his  army.  Gomez  had  scouts  out  in  every  direction,  and 
thus  kept  posted  as  to  eyery  moyement  of  the  enemy.  Sud¬ 
denly  he  learned  that  Weyler  had  sent  a  division  out  on 
the  right  of  his  position,  as  if  to  get  in  his  rear,  or  turn 
his  right  wing.  Quick  as  a  flash  he  saw  his  chance.  Witli 
Napoleonic  celerity  he  marched  his  army  seven  miles  in 
the  night  and  made  a  furious  onslaught  on  the  enemy  at 
daylight.  The  enemy  was  under  the  impression  that  it 
was  a  detachment  of  one  or  two  regiments,  and  ordered  a 
charge  to  crush  or  capture  them.  In  a  few  minutes  the  two 
armies  were  in  a  death  grapple.  Gomez  was  here,  tliere 
and  every’where,  accompanied  by  the  Texans,  hurling  his 
regiments  into  the  thickest  of  the  fight.  At  one  point  his 
men  were  about  to  give  way  before  the  superior  discipline 
of  the' enemy.  He  drew  liis  sword  and  rushed  into  the 
fight. 

“Stand  your  ground,  Cubans!”  he  sung  out  to  them. 
“Follow  me,  and  Cuba  will  win  her  freedom  to-day!  Cap¬ 
tain  .Crane,  lead  the  charge !” 

“Cuba  Libre!”  yelled  Jed. 

“Cuba  Libre!”  responded  the  Texans,  plunging  head¬ 
long  at  the  enemy. 

“Cul>a  Libre!”  roared  the  swarthy  host  behind  them. 

Gornez  led  them,  and  they  swept  like  a  resistless  wave 
over  the  dead  and  dying  that  had  fallen.  In  another  mo¬ 
ment  the  final  struggle  wag  on.  The  deadly  revolvers  of 
tlie  'J'exan*  diverted  the  attention  of  the  enemy,  for  they 
Lad  broken  through  their  line.  That  was  the  turning 


point.  Once  their  line  was  broken  it  was  all  up  with  them. 
Gomez  was  on  them  in  a  moment, 

“Gomez  and  Cuba!” 

“Cuba  Libre!” 

“They  fly!  They  run!” 

“Charge,  Cubans!  Spare  none!  Strike  for  Cuba!  Fol-  ' 
low  the  Americans !” 

• 

CHAPTER  XXII. 

“my  young  rUIEND  HERE  IS  MY  MASCOT.” 

It  was  the  bloodiest  fight  of  the  war  up  to  that  time, 
and  but  for  the  furious  onslaught  of  the  Texans  it  would 
have  been  lost  to  the  Cubans.  The  advantage  of  discipline 
was  with  the  Spanish  troops.  They  were  moved  like  a 
huge  piece  of  machinery  on  the  field.  But  the  moment 
the  Texans  broke  through  their  line  of  battle  the  tide 
turned..  Gomez  was  quick  to  seize  the  moment.  He  led  his 
men  into  the  breach,  and  the  terrible  machetes  did  the 
rest. 

In  the  thickest  of  the  fray  the  old  general  was  sur 
rounded  by  a  score  of  the  enemy.  He  defended  himself 
like  an  old  Roman,  running  two  troopers  through.  But  it 
would  have  lieen  his  last  battle  liad  not  Tom  Huff  noticed 
liis  peril.  The  big  fellow  yelled: 

“Gomez!  Save  the  general !  Gomez!” 

.tack  T  aylor  and  Joe  Bledso  heard  him,  and  the  three 
dashed  in  among  the  troopers  like  tigers  springing  upon 
their  prey.  They  forced  the  troopers  to  turn  upon  them, 
and  a  terrible  carnage  ensued.  Gomez  was  relieved,  but  the 
old  hero  joined  them,  cutting  like  an  old  trooper  right  and 
left.  Jed  and  the  others  were  soon  in  it  with  him.  He 
caught  tlie  cowboys^  yell  and  equaled  them  in  its  utter¬ 
ance. 

Wlien  the  enemy  gave  way  the  Cubans  went  wild  in  their 
savage  fury.  They  spared  none  wiio  came  in  their  way, 
but  cut  witli  the  fury  of  madmen. 

Blanca’s  mounted  men  pursued  and  cait  down  scores  of 
them.  But  the  old  general  knew  that  the  other  half  of 
Wcyler's  foice  was  but  seven  miles  away,  and  tliat  rein¬ 
forcements  would  soon  come,  so  he  sent  couriers  to  recall 
the  ])iirsuers,  ere  they  went  too  far.  Blanca  was  furious  at 
being  called  off,  hut  he  obeyed  the  order  promptly. 

“W'e  could  have  killed  at  least  a  hundred  more,”  he  gaid 
to  Jed,  on  his  return. 


2t 
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“No  doubt,  but  the  ffeiieral  knows  what  he  is  doing. 
^^eyIe^  is  but  two  hours  awav.  Wiien  lie  comes  up  we’d 
have  to  give  way,  and  the  victory  would  be  his.  As  it  is, 
we  have  it.  Trust  the  general  to  get  the  most  of  it.” 

Jed  had  rightly  divined  the  tactics  of  the  old  hero.  The 
amis  on  the  field  were  quickly  gathered  up  and  given  to 
those  who  had  only  the  machete  to  fight  with.  Then  they 
drew  off,  leaving  the  dead  and  wounded  Spaniards  on  the 
field. 

It  was  a  clean-cut  victory  for  the  Cubans,  and  their  ex¬ 
ultation  was  unbounded.  They  cheered  the  old  hero  every 
time  they  saw  him. 

Two  hours  later  Weyler^’s  united  army  was  on  the  field. 
They  saw  the  ground  covered  with  dead  and  wounded 
Spaniards,  but  Gomez;  left  only  his  dead  behind  him. 

Weyler  was  in  a  rage  over  his  blunder  in  dividing  his 
army  in  the  presence  of  the  wily  Gomez.  He  sent  out  a. 
strong  scouting  party  in  quest  of  the  Cubans  while  he 
busied  himself  in  burying  his  dead. 

Gomez  made  a  detour  southward,  as  though  making  for 
the  south  coast  of  the  island.  Then  he  turned  to  the  right 
and  got  into  the  rear  of  We3ders  army,  cutting  the  rail¬ 
road  in  two  and  capturing  an  immense  supply  of  provi¬ 
sions.  Having  no  wagons,  he  loaded  each  man  with  as 
much  as  he  could  carry,  distributed  as  much  to  the  poor 
people  in  the  neighborhood  as  they  could  take  away,  and 
then  burned  the  balance.* 

It  was  a  hard  blow  to  Weyler,  for  rations  were  scarce 
in  the  country.  It  placed  the  Spaniards  on  half  rations  at 
once,  and  caused  the  captain-general  to  move  back  on  the 
line  of  the  railroad.  It  was  as  bad  as  losing  a  battle. 

Gomez,  having  no  baggage  or  supply  train  to  look  after, 
made  another  quick  march — going  southward  again — and 
suddenly  appeared  before  Vacuna  where  Navarro  was  again 
in  command.  He  summoned  the  colonel  to  surrender,  but 
the  latter  refused  and  told  him  to  go  to  a  much  hotter 
place  than  Cuba. 

'H’ll  make  Vacuna  the  hottest  place  in  Cuba  for  him,” 
remarked  the  old  general  as  he  ordered  his  men  to  storm 
the  little  fort.  Navarro  was  a  hard  fighter.  His  cannons 
roared  and  tore  great  gaps  througli  the  ranks  of  the  Cu¬ 
bans.  But  the  swarthy  fellows  poured  over  the  breast¬ 
works  like  minnows  going  over  a  shoal  and  gave  them  the 
machete,  Jed  led  his  Texans  and  two  hundred  Cubans 
over  the  rear  wall  of  earthworks,  and  thus  got  them  sur¬ 
rounded.  Navarro  surrendered  to  Jed  only  after  his  sword 
arm  had  been  disabled  by  a  bullet. 

How  the  victims  yelled  with  joy  when  they  knew  they 
had  won.  They  seized  Gomez  and  bore  him  on  their  shoul¬ 
ders  through  the  town.  Over  500  ritles,  seven  cannon  and 
an  immense  amount  of  ammunition  was  the  reward  of  the 
victory.  Navarro  was  again  a  prisoner,  though  wounded. 
The  privates  were  paroled  with  the  promise  of  being  shot  if 
caught  in  arms  again. 

Knowing  that  his  safotv  lav  in  the  celerity  of  his  move¬ 
ments,  Gomez  gathered  up  the  spoils  and  marched  back 
toward  the  north  side  of  the  island  again.  When  Weyler 
got  the  news  of  the  fall  of  Vacuna,  Gomez  was  fifty  miles  I 

away. 


Colonel  Navarro  was  taken  along  as  a  prisoner,  being  too 
important  personage  to  leave  behind  on  parole.  On  the 
march  Jed  rode  up  alongside  of  him,  and  greeted  him 
with : 

“Luck  seems  to  be  against  you  of  late,  colonel.” 

“Caramba — yes,”  was  the  reply.  “You  seem  to  be  hav¬ 
ing  all  the  good  luck  just  now.” 

“We  have  to  fight  pretty  hard  for  it.  We  lost  two  of 
our  brave  fellows  at  Vacuna.” 

“I  lost  everything,”  was  the  remark  of  the  Spaniard, 

after  a  short  pause. 

“It  is  the  fortune  of  war.” 

“Yes.  What  have  you  done  with  Senorita  Mendoza, 
Senor  Capitan?” 

“I  have  her  locked  up  and  well  guarded.” 

“Ah!  You  didn't  give  her  the  protection  she  asked  for, 
then  ?” 

“Yes — but  that  was  to  mash  her  design  upon  my  life. 
The  night  after  you  left  the  Manola  place  she  entered  my 
sleeping  apartment  with  a  dagger  and  a  revolver  to  kill 
me  in  my  sleep.  I  happened  to  be  awake  and  captured 
her.  I  took  her  out  of  the  house,  put  her  on  her  horse,  and 
sent  her  away.” 

“Generous  man  I”  exclaimed  the  colonel.  “Give  me  your 
hand,  Senor  Capitan !”  and  he  extended  his  left  hand  to 
Jed,  who  grasped  and  shook  it  warmly. 

“She  came  back  by  noon  at  the  head  of  sixty  cavalry¬ 
men,”  Jed  continued,  “leading  the  charge  in  person,  sword 
in  hand.  We  beat  Yra  off  and  captured  her.  She  is  now 
in  a  log  cabin  in  the  heart  of  a  big  swamp  closely  guarded. 
Weyler’s  reward  for  my  assassination  will  never  go  to  her. 
I  am  quite  sure.” 

“She  is  a  fiend,”  said  the  colonel, 

“Yes,  so  she  is,  and  beautiful  as  an  angel,”  returned  Jed. 

“The  most  beautiful  I  ever  saw  in  all  my  life.  She  is 
the  sort  of  woman  to  ruin  a  man’s  life  and  then  laugh  at 
him,  Senor  Capitan,  and  yet  I  would  like  very  much  to  see 
her  once  more.” 

“If  I  can  have  the  time  to  do  so  T  shall  take  3’ou  to  her, 
colonel.  But  may  I  ask  vmu  one  question  concerning  her?” 

“Yes,  as  many  as  you  wish.” 

“Just  before  you  left  us  at  the  IManola  place  you  took 
her  aside  and  had  a  short,  half-whispered  talk  with  her. 
Did  slie  then  give  you  any  information  as  to  her  mission  at 
that  time?” 

“She  did  not,  capitan.  She  said  she  might  have  to  come 
to  me  for  protection,  and  exacted  a  promise  from  me  to 
grant  it  if  she  did.” 

“Ah!  And  you  promised?” 

“I  did.  What  else  could  I  have  done  at  the  time?  I 
did  not  dream  she  was  capable  of  being  a  murderess.” 

“Nor  did  I,  yet  I  was  suspicious  of  her  all  the  time.” 

Just  then  the  commander-in-chief  rode  up  and  greeted 
the  prisoner  in  a  soldierly  way.  Navarro  returned  his 
greeting  and  said : 

“I  am  unfortunate  again,  general.” 

“^es,  colonel.  One  or  the  other  must  lose  in  (he  gnmo 
of  war.  My  young  friend  here  is  my  mascot  Whenever 
he  wants  you  he  calls  on  you.” 

(To  be  Continued) 
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,•  TIMELY  TOPICS 

h 


^  Loft  dumb  and  with  his  jaws  locked  as  the  result  of  an 
Attack  of  typhoid  nearly  fifteen  years  ago,  Leroy  Siegfried, 
son  of  a  farmer  of  \\  aterloo,  X.  Y.,  soon  Avili  be  able  to 
talk  and  eat  normally,  following  an  operation  performed 
cm  his  jaws  by  Doctor  Henry  M.  Kalvin,  Borough  Park. 
The  operation  took  place  at  the  Coney  Island  Hospital. 
The  patient  is  now  able  to  articulate  slightly  and  to  open 
bis  jaws  three-quarters  of  an  inch. 


Paul  Acken,  a  mine  foreman,  of  Johnstown,  Pa.,  is 
dead,  and  Dr.  C.  B.  Jones  is  d3ung  in  a  hospital  here,  the 
•  result  of  an  electric  feed  wire  crossing  a  telephone  line. 
Acken  went  to  the  telephone  to  make  a  call  and  was  in¬ 
stantly  killed.  Dr.  Jones  Avas  called  Avhen  AckeiPs  body 
<*was  found,  and,  uiiaAvare  of  the  cause  of  death,  Avcnt  to 
the  telephone  to  summon  assistance.  He  AA^as  knocked 
senseless,  and  it  is  reported  he  is  seriously  ill. 


Turke\'  has  definitely  ceded  the  island  of  Cyprus  to  Great 
Britain,  according  to  the  Constantinople  correspondent  of 
The  Daily  E.xprcss,  Avho  claims  to  have  receiA^ed  a  formal 
statement  to  that  effect  from  the  best  informed  source. 
The  cession  of  the  island  is  said  to  have  been  due  to 
clauses  in  the  Anglo-Turkish  entente.  The  island  of 
Cyprus,  under  an  Anglo-Turkish  convention  dating  from 
1878,  has  been  administered  since  that  date  as  a  British 

jr^protectorate  by  a  British  high  -commissioner. 

) 

1 

*  Mons  eur  Chaumet,  the  French  under  secretary  of  state 
t*^OT  X)sts  and  telegraph,  has  just  arranged  for  the  trial  of 
a  ncAv  clock  adapted  to  postal  and  raihvay  time  reckoning 
which  has  recently  been  introduced  into  France.  The 
-  time-tables  reckon  hours  up  to  24,  beginning  from  mid¬ 
night.  Tiic  ncAV  clock  has  an  ordinary  dial,  round  Avhich 
the  hands  move  till  one  p.  m.  is  reached,  when  special 
mechanism  suddenly  changes  the  face  of  the  dial  so  that 
the  figures  from  13  to  24  appear.  At  one  a.  m.  the  old 
figuring  again  appears.  Tlie  ncAV  clocks  Avill  be  tried  at 
various  city  post  offices  and  at  the  St.  Lazare  railAvaj 
station. 


As  a  result  of  a  mistake  on  the  part  of  the  jury,  Oscar 
’ll.  Osman,  a  west  side  undertaker,  AA’as  found  guilty  and 
'♦.iot  guilty  in  the  Criminal  Court,  Columbus,  Ohio,  Avhcre 
he  was  on  trial  charged  with  larceny,  as  an  outgrowth  of 
^the  recent  flwd.  When  the  jury  first  reported  it  handed 
^lie  clerk  a  verdict  of  guilty.  This  verdict  did  not  con¬ 
tain  the  amount  of  money  Osman  was  alleged  to  have 
atojen  from  the  lx>dy  of  a  west  side  flood  victim.  The 
ordered  the  jury  to  the  jury  room  to  write  this  into 
the  When  it  was  reported  Ihe  second  time,  the 

jury  r  f»f>rted  a  verdict  of  not  guilty.  Both  Osman  and 
hi*  wi  who  were  in  the  court  room,  collapsed  wlien  the 
fj  -t  r  ff'tri  wsi}>  made  by  tlie  jury,  and  it  was  with  diffi- 
i  ’  "  '  it  Mn.  t’.’fnan  v. convinced  later  when  told  that 
l|L/.'r  hai><l  hofl  \A:eu  acquitted. 


On  information  that  he  had  spent  twenty-three  of  his 
thirty  years  of  life  in  prison  for  the  theft  of  a  Avatch  valued 
at  $3  and  a  meal,  iVrthur  Patten  was  paroled  from  the 
State  penitentiary  recently  by  GoA^eruor  Hodges.  The  gov¬ 
ernor  announced  it  as  his  belief  that  .“society  had  com¬ 
mitted  a  crime  against  Patten.”  He  sent  the  paroled  man 
to  a  farm  “to  become  a  citizen.”  Patten,  excepting  for 
tAvo  AA^eeks,  has  been  in  custody  since  he  was  seven  years 
old^  Avhen  he  Avas  sent  to  the  State  Eeformatory  for  steal¬ 
ing  a  cheap  Avatch.  After  four  years  in  the  reformatory  he 
Avas  paroled,  but  could  find  no  Avork.  One  night  he  en¬ 
tered  a  farmhouse  while  the  family  was  away  and  ate  the 
remains  of  a  supper.  For  this  his  parole  was  revoked. 
When  his  term  Avas  up  he  Avas  taken  to  Osage  County,  tried 
and  sentenced  for  burglary  in  the  second  degree  for  .eat¬ 
ing  the  farmer’s  supper. 


A  debt  nearly  fifty  years  old  has  just  been  paid  to  D.  M. 
Rand,  of  Xorth  Yakima,  Wis.,  by  the  State  of  Massachu¬ 
setts.  He  has  ‘received  a  check  for  $125,  Avhich  is  a  gratu¬ 
ity,  Avith  interest,  for  service  in  the  Civil  War.  It  is  not  a 
bounty.  Mr.  Rand  never  did  receive  a  bounty  because  his 
enlistment,  Avhile  regular  enough,  was  not  after  the  usual 
method.  He  ran  away  to  the  Avar  and  instead  of  enlisting 
at  some  regular  office  or  at  the  navy  yard,  Avent  aboard  a 
man  of  Avar  in  Boston  harbor  and  enlisted  there.  At  the 
close  of  the  Avar,  when  all  bounties  had  been  paid,  it  was 
found  that  a  fund  of  $25,000  was  .left.  This  AA^as  placed 
at  interest  and  is  poAV  being  divided  up  among  the  Massa¬ 
chusetts  volunteers  and  their  families.  At  least  one  sur¬ 
vivor  of  the  battle  at  Gettysburg  Avill  represent  North 
Yakima  at  the  reunion  planned  at  Gettysburg  July  1  to  3. 
It  is  B.  L.  Bull,  for  a  long  time  commander  of  Meade 
Post,  G.  A.  R. 


Harcourt  S.  Gold,  one  of  the  best-known  British  ama¬ 
teur  oarsmen,  arrived  in  New  York  recently  on^the  White 
Star  liner  Celtic.  Gold  stroked  the  Oxford  University 
eight-oared  shell  four  years  in  succession,  and  was  a  promi¬ 
nent  figure  in  the  annual  inter-’varsity  boat  race  with 
Caml)ridgc.  The  Britisher  left  at  once  for  New  Haven, 
w'here  he  will  assist  Coach  James  Rodgers  in  preparing 
the  Yale  crcAvs  in  the  annual  races  Avith  Harvard.  Averill 
Ilarriman,  the  manager  of  the  Yale  Navy,  invited  Gold  to 
aid  in  coacliing  Yale  when  he  visited  England  last  spring, 
and  it  Avas  expected  that  he  Avill  be  able  to  help  perfect  the 
English  stroke  at  Yale.  Gold  is  accompanied  by  his 
cousin,  the  Hon.  Rupert  Blyth,  who  was  coxswain  of  the 
Plton  boat  when  Gold  was  stroke.  When  seen  on  the  dock 
before  leaving  for  New  Haven,  Mr.  Gold  said:  “It  is  im¬ 
possible  to  say  anything  about  the  Yale  crews.  I  am  here 
for  a  short  time  to  offer  advice  and  try  and  improve  the 
stroke,  which  has  been  adopted  by  the  Yale  rowing  authori¬ 
ties.  I  must  wait  until  I  have  had  a  chance  to  see  the 
college  oarsmen  in  the  boat  before  discussing  any  problems 
.  on  rowing.” 
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GOOD  CUDDENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

The  worst  typhoon  experienced  in  years  struck  the 
Philippine  Islands  recently,  causing  many  deaths  and 
wrecking  several  small  steamers  and  numerous  lighter 
craft.  The  known  fatalities  at  sea  total  fifty-eio^ht,  but  the 
total  death  list  from  the  storm  is  swelling  with  incoming 
reports.  It  is  believed  no  Americans  lost  tlieir  lives. 


An  army  draft  beginning  June  1  is  authorized  by  a 
decree  just  issued  by  President  Huerta.  This  order  will 
apply  whenever  voluntary  enlistments  are  inadequate  to 
fill  vacancies  in  the  ranks.  It  applies  to  all  Mexican  males 
between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and  forty-five,  regardless  of 
social  standing,  except  in  the  case  of  heads  of  families  or 
those  who  can  show  that  families  are  dependent  on  them. 
Those  drafted  must  serve  three  years  with  the  colors  and 
three  years  in  the  reserves. 

A  French  expert  has  been  giving  his  attention  to  what  he 
calls  “the  exquisite  complexion  of  the  Chinese  women,” 
This,  ho  claims,  is  not  due  to  enameling,  as  is  generally 
supposed,  but  to  careful  manipulation  of  the  face  by  most 
expert  masseuses.  They  begin  by  a  gentle  pinching  of  the 
cheeks  between  the  tips  of  tlieir  fingers,  an  operation  that 
consumes  a  period  of  ten  minutes.  Then  lotions  are  ap¬ 
plied  by  means  of  absorbent  cotton ;  tlien  comes  an  un¬ 
guent,  and  there  follows  a  kneading  of  tlie  checks  with  an 
extreme  delicacy  of  touch,  always  proceeding  from  the  nose 
and  comm is.su res  of  the  lips  toward  the  ears. 


Do  you  know  how  many  $1 -hills  it  takes  to  weigh  as 
much  as  a  '$20-gold  piece?  One  of  tliose  walking  coin- 
pendiums  of  useful  information  sprung  the  above  query, 
and  the  opinion.s  that  it  elicited  showed  a  remarkable 
range.  One  member  of  the  party,  who.'je  business  it  is  to 
handle  mpney  in  large  sums,  after  profound  thought,  sug- 
ge.sted  that  the  number  would  be  from  1,000  to  1,200. 
Others  guessed  down  the  lino  to  500,  but  after  all  had 
placed  them.«elves  on  record,  the  compendium  stated  that 
the  numlier  was  30  or  31,  according  to  their  condition  as 
to  dirtiness  and  age.  He  could  ju.st  as  well  have  based  his 
calculation  on  $1 0-bills,  but  the  man  who  was  giving  them 
a  weigh  preferred  to  make  the  tost  with  a  smaller  de¬ 
nomination. 


An  exten.sive  obituary  notice  appeared  in  the  n<*w»- 
papers  at  Geneva,  recently,  recounting  the  virtues  of  Fido, 
the  pet  dog  of  Henry  A.  Zobrist,  a  wealthy  real  eatate 
owner  and  capitalist.  Fido  died  from  paralysis.  Mr. 
Zobrist  called  a  specialist  from  New  A’ork  and  paid  $300 
to  have  the  dog  treated,  but  Fido  took  a  relapse  and 
straightway  departed  this  life.  Mr.  Zobrist  had  provided 
$20,000  in  his  will  for  Fido,  and  had  offered  an  endow¬ 
ment  of  $3,000  a  year  to  the  Sand  Hill  Cemetery  Cor¬ 
poration  for  permission  to  bury  the  dog  in  the  graveyard. 
This  morning  Fido  lay  in  state  in  an-  expensive  coffin 
banked  with  flowers.  The  dog  was  clothed  in  a  robe  which 
had  been  bought  for  him  as  a  Christmas  gift.  An  under¬ 
taker  will  conduct  the  burial  ceremonies  to-morrow,  and 
several  of  Mr.  Zobrist’s  friends  have  been  invited  to  attend 
the  funeral.  The  grave  will  be  in  a  plot  of  ground  which 
Mr.  Zobrist  bought  and  dedicated  as  a  dog  cemetery. 

GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

^^This  piece  of  lace  on  my  dress  is  over  fifty  years  old.” 
‘’Ht’s  beautiful!  Did  3'ou  make  it  3’ourself?” 

Native — Do  3’ou  like  prunes?  Visiting  Foreigner — 
Prunes  ?  What  are  they  ?  Native — Prunes  are  raisins  with 
the  dropsy.  . 


Conversation  on  a  seaside  hotel  veranda  between  a  young 
man  and  an  elderly  guest.  Y'oung  Man — I  must  have  seen 
}'ou  somew'here,  sir.  Elderly  guest — Very  likely.  I  am  a 
pawnbroker. 


‘Hlave  3'Ou  heard  that  prima  donna  sing?  I  under¬ 
stand  she  made  her  manager  shed  tears  as  he  listened.” 
‘"She  wasn't  singing  then.  She  was  telling  him  things 
about  her  salary  expectations.” 


Robbie  met  a  neighbor,  who  w-as  smoking  some  fine, 
fragrant  tobacco  sent  by  his  son  in  America.  He  took  out 
his  own  pipe  ostentatiously.  “Hae  you  a  match,  Sandy?” 
he  queried.  The  match  was  forthcoming,  but  nothing 
more.  “1  do  believe,”  said  Robbie,  “I  hae  left  ma  tobacco 
at  hame.”  “Then,”  said  Sandy,  after  a  silence,  “ye  micht 
gie  me  back  ma  match.” 


Struggling  Pastor— Nearly  all  the  congregation  have 
subscribed  liberally  for  the  building  fund,  and  I  feel  sure 
that  I  can  also  have  your  hearty  co-operation.  How  much 

will  you -  :\[rs.  lA’ader— Tx^t  me  see.  Oh,  I  am  the 

only  member  who  has  a  carriage  and  coachman,  I  think. 
“Yes.  The  rest  are  poor.”  “Well,  I  will  drive  around 
and  collect  the  subscriptions.” 


The  minister  of  a  parish  in  Scotland  was  called  to  effect 
a  reconciliation  between  a  fisherman  of  a  certain  village 
and  his  wife.  After  using  all  the  arg\inionts  in  his  jwer 
to  convince  the  olTcnding  husband  that  it  was  unmanly 
in  him,  to  say  the  least,  to  strike  Pollv  with  his  first  th« 
minister  concluded:  “David,  you  know  tliat  (ho  wi'fe  U 
the  weaker  vessel,  and  you  should  have  pitv  on  hor.** 
“Weel.  then,”  said  David,  sulkily,  “if  she*s  tlio  weaker 
vessel  she  sho\ild  carry  the  less  saiL” 
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THE  DEAD  ALIVE. 


By  Horace  Appleton. 


r  At  midnight  on  a  cold  evening  in  the  fall  of  18 -  I 

was  awakened  by  the  ringing  of  the  fire-bells  and  tlie  gen¬ 
eral  alarm  of  fire. 

At  the  time  1  was  visiting  my  motlier,  who  resided  in 
t];e  State  of  Ohio,  not  a  hundred  miles  from  the  city  of 
,  Cleveland. 

The  country  vdllage  which  was  my  mother’s  dwelling- 
place  seldom  had  anything  so  exciting  as  a  midnight  con- 
fiagraiion,  and  in  a  short  time  all  the  inhabitants  were 
astir. 

I  ran  to  the  street. 

*  Far  down  at  the  southern  extremity  of  the  village  a 
dense  column  of  smoke  ascended  to  the  sky,  and  the  red 
fiames  shot  upward  in  a  lurid  light. 

i  /*  The  whole  southern  half  of  the  town  was  illuminated  by 
I  the  lurid  light. 

I  hastened  to  the  scene  of  the  conflagration  as  rapidly 
as  possible,  and,  reaching  it,  I  found  the  whole  of  a  large 
dwelling  one  mass  of  seething,  hissing  flames.  ' 

The  inadequate  fire  department  of  the  town  proved 
wholly  unequal  to  the  task  of  subduing  the  flnmes. 

The  fire  ruled. 

I  saw  at  a  glance  that  the  structure  was  doomed. 

A  young,  and  by  no  means  bad-looking,  man  was  rush¬ 
ing  about  in  an  excited  and  half-frantic  way,  urging  on  the 
firemen  to  extraordinary  exertions, 
r  *‘Who  is  that  man?”  I  asked  a  bystander. 

^  “He  is  Hector  Hannibal,  the  owner  of  the  place,”  was 
i  the  answer  returned. 

1  A  moment  later  Hannibal  paused  at  my  side. 

Jx  “The  house  is  doomed,”  I  said. 

“Yes,  so  it  seems;  but,  fortunately,  all  its  inmates  w'ere 
alarmed  in  time,  and  made  their  escape.  This  is  my  resi- 
^  dence,  sir.  I  narrowly  escaped  by  leaping  from  a  second- 
story  window,”  he  replied. 

A  gentleman  at  my  side  confirmed  Mr.  Hannibal’S'  storj-. 

“Have  you  any  idea  how  the  fire  started?”  this  party 
asked  of  Mr.  Hannibal. 

“I  have  not.  I  can  only  suppose  that  it  was  the  work 
of  an  incendiary — some  fire-fiiend’s  villainous  work,”  he  re- 
plied. 

'  “Are  you  insured?”  I  asked. 

“No;  there  is  not  a  penny  of  insurance  on  the  prop- 
^erty,  sir.  I  shall  lose  heavily.” 

There  was  in  Mr.  Hannibal’s  manner  a  certain  inex¬ 
plicable  Fomething  that,  to  my  mind,  belied  his  words. 

My  calling,  that  of  a  metropolitan  detective,  had  taught 
iriC  to  be  a  close  observer  and  a  good  reader  of  human  na¬ 
ture. 

'  Faces  were  my  study,  and  from  them  I  had  learned  to 
ju/?ge  of  character. 

Mr.  Hannibal's  face  did  not  impress  me  favorably. 

I  him  after  that,  although  I  scarcely  knew  wliat 

I  to  difccn  cr. 

I  .  I  Vim  standing  behind  a  piece  of  statuary  in  the  grounds, 
'  ^ai  a  iittla  distance  from  the  crowd,  some  moments  later. 

|i  Hr.  Han&ybai  sauntered  that  way. 


Without  seeing  me,  he  leaned  upon  the  stone  and 
watched  tlie  fire. 

Presently  tlie  roof  fell  with  a  crash,  and  the  walls  tum¬ 
bled  in.  upon  it,  sending  a  shower  of  red  sparks  up  into  the 
gloom  above. 

Mr.  Hannibal  drew  a  sigh. 

It  seemed  like  one  of  relief. 

A  moment  later  and  he  spoke. 

Unconsciously  he  gave  utterance  to  his  thoughts. 

“Thank  fate,  it’s  done,  and  that  man  w’ill  trouble  me 
no  more  on  this  earth  I” 

These  words  he  fairly  hissed. 

I  was  startled. 

“What  means  this?”  I  mentally  asked  myself.  “Can  it 
be  that  this  man  burned  his  house  in  order  to  assure  the 
doom  of  some  human  ci’eatuxe? 

“Can  it  be  that,  unknown  to  all  but  him,  some  human 
being  perished  in  the  flames?” 

I  decided  that  it  must  be  so. 

At  once  my  professional  instincts  were  aroused. 

I  felt  that 'fate  had  placed  me  in  possession  of  a  clew  to 
a  deep,  dark  mystery. 

That  clew  I  determined  to  follow  up  secretly, 

A  day  or  two  passed. 

Then,  one  night,  I  made  a  visit  to  the  heap  of  ashes 
and  blackened  debris  that  marked  the  spot  where  Mr. 
Hannibal’s  residence  had  stood. 

It  w'as  a  moonlight  night. 

I  set  to  work  to  search  among  the  ashes. 

For  an  hour  I  labored  without  finding  anything  to  con- 
finn  my  suspicions. 

“Can  it  be  tliat,  after  all  I  am  self-deceived?” 

This  question  I  put  to  myself. 

But  scarcely  had  I  propounded  it,  when  the  spade  in 
my  hand  struck  some  object  covered  by  the  ashea. 

I  disinterred  it. 

I  was  more  than  half  prepared  for  a  terrible  diflcovery, 
but  I  shuddered  at  what  I  saw. 

Prom  the  ashes  I  had  dug  up  the  charred  «nd  blacsk- 
ened  skeleton  of  a  man  1 

So  some  one  was  consumed  in  the  conflagration. 

I  was  assured  now  that  the  suspicions  I  had  entertained 
regarding  Mr.  Hannibal  were  well  founded. 

I  fully  believed  now  that  he  was  a  murderer. 

Then  the  question  arose: 

“  Wlio  was  the  victim  ?” 

This  I  determined  to  make  it  my  business  to  find  out. 

I  concealed  the  skeleton  and  returned  home. 

After  that  I  instituted  a  series  of  cautious  inquiries,  but 
could  learn  of  no  one  having  disappeared  from  the  village. 

The  theory,  therefore,  'naturally  formed  itself  in  my 
mind  that  the  victim  of  the  fire-fiend  must  be  some 
stranger,  of  whose  presence  in  the  burned  house  every  one 
save  Hannibal  must  have  been  ignorant. 

I  took  to  watching  the  man  I  suspected  of  a  great  crime. 

He  remained  in  the  village. 

1  found  that  immediately  after  the  destruction  of  his 
dwelling  he  had  taken  up  his  quarters  at  an  hotel. 

He  was  a  bachelor. 

His  household  had  consisted  of  an  old  amit  of  his,  wlio 
officiated  as  housekeeper,  and  a  few  hired  servants. 
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Mr.  Hannibal  was  a  man  of  means  and  a  speculator  in 
real  estate. 

I  found  tliat  in  his  habits  he  was  quite  as  correct  as 
most  men. 

He  was  trusted  and  esteemed  as  one  of  the  leading  citi¬ 
zens  and  solid  men  of  the  town. 

No  one  said  anything  against  him. 

That  some  deep  and  powerful  motive  had  driven  Hector 
Hannibal  to  the  commission  of  a  crime,  I  must  suppose. 

I  knew,  of  course,  that  if  I  could  but  get  at  that  motive 
the  rest  would  be  an  easy  matter. 

Some  time  elapsed,  and  one  day  a  sensation  was  created 
in  the  village  by  the  arrival  of  a  beautiful  young  lady  from 
New  York,  accompanied  by  an  elderly  gentleman,  who  was 
her  father. 

They  were  strangers  to  everybody  in  the  town,  and  they 
stopped  at  the  hotel. 

It  at  once  became  known — for  they  made  no  secret  of 
tlie  fact — that  they  were  in  search  of  the  young  lady’s 
affianced  husband. 

All  the  facts  of  the  case  came  out  as  follows: 

Some  time  previous  Gerald  Gyer,  the  affianced  of  the 
young  lady — ^whose  name,  by  the  way,  was  Pauline  Cart- 
land — had  left  New  York  City  on  a  collectihg  trip. 

The  young  man  was  a  speculator  and  broker,  and  he  had 
much  business  with  country  correspondents. 

He  had  not  returned  at  the  appointed  time,  and,  becom¬ 
ing  alarmed,  his  affianced  and  her  father  had  set  out  to 
look  for  him.  They  found  a  memorandum  of  the  towns 
that  Gerald  Gyer  had  intended  to  visit. 

These  towns  the  bride-expectant  and  her  sire  themselves 
visited. 

The  tillage  in  which  my  mother  resided  was  the  last  on 
the  list,  and  after  a  fruitless  search  in  all  the  otliers  they 
had  come  here. 

I  felt  that  at  last  I  knew  the  name  of  the  fire-fiend’s 
victim. 

I  was  sure  that  the  remains  I  had  found  were  those  of 
Gerald  Gyer. 

I  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Cartland  and  his  daughter  in  a 
casual  way,  and,  moved  by  the  distress  of  the  beautiful 
girl  at  the  disappearance  of  her  piomised  husband,  I 
sought  a  private  interview'. 

“I  am  a  detective;  I  may  b^  of  service  to  you,”  I  said. 

Both  the  young  lady’s  father  and  herself  assured  me  that 
they  would  gladly  avail  themselves  of  my  services. 

I  at  once  became  their  confidant. 

They  told  me  tliat  among  the  list  of  Gerald  Oyer’s  debt¬ 
ors  upon  whom  he  was  to  call  for  payment  of  indebtedness 
was  one  Hector  Hannibal. 

The  amount  this  man  owed  Gyer  was  the  largest  on  the 
entire  list.  It  was  the  sum  of  sixteen  thousiind  and  five 
hundred  dollars.  From  letters  in  tlie  possession  of  Mr. 
Oyer's  secretary  it  seemed  that  Hannibal  had  ow'ed  lilr. 
Gyer  this  sum  for  a  long  time.  That  Gyer  Imd  trieil  in 
every  way  to  secure  a  ])aymeut,  but  in  vain. 

As  soon  as  I  was  placed  in  possession  of  these  facts,  I 
felt  confident  that  1  had  found  the  motive  for  Hannibars 
crime, 

1  determined  to  arrest  the  suspe<'ted  man. 

Firsts  however,  I  wished  to  assure  myself  of  the  arrival 


of  Mr.  Gyer  in  the  town.  I  looked  over  the  registers  of 
the  three  hotels  the  town  boasted.  I  was  not  disappointed. 
Upon  one  of  them  I  found  the  name  1  sought. 

The  date  it  was  written  w'as  the  very  day  of  the  night 
on  which  Hannibal’s  house  was  burned.  I  inquired  of  the  - 
landlord  about  the  man  Gyer,  He  recollect^  him,  and 
gave  me  an  accurate  description  of  the  missing  man. 

Moreover,  the  landlord  told  me  that  Gyer  had  left  the 
hotel  early  in  the  evening,  and  never  returned. 

The  network  of  circumstantial  evidence  was  narrowing 
about  Hector  Hannibal.  I  felt  that  I  could  soon  bring 
home  to  him  a  terrible  crime. 

As  I  was  about  to  leave  the  hotel  at  which  Gyer  had 
stopped,  it  occurred  to  me  to  ask  one  more  question. 

“Did  Mr,  Gyer  say  where  he  was  going  w'hcn  he  left  the 
hotel  ?”  I  asked.. 

“No;  but  a  short  time  before  he  went  out  he  asked  me^ 
where  Mr.  Hannibal  lived,  aud  I  told  him.  I  took  him  to 
be  a  friend  of  Mr.  Hannibal,  and  I  didn’t  suppose  any 
friend  of  his  wmuld  leave  without  paying  his  bill.”  < 

The  case  now  seemed  clear.  I  set  out  for  the  hotel  at 
which  Miss  Cartlaud  and  her  father  w'ere  stopping. 

On  the  way  I  encouutered  Hannibal,  wdio  was  bound  for 
the  same  place. 

I  struck  up  a  conversation,  and  we  walked  on  together. 

As  we  approached  the  ladies’  entrance,  Hannibal  uttered 
a  terrible  cry  and  leaped  backward.  His  hat  fell  from  his 
head,  he  dropped  his  cane,  and  his  face  took  on  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  fear  and  surprise. 

I  looked  up,  and  saw  before  me,  at  the  hotel  door,  a  man 
whom,  from  the  landlord’s  description,  I  recognized  to  be 
none  other  than  the  missing  man,  Gerald  Gyer. 

By  his  side  stood  Miss  Cartland. 

“The  dead  alive!”  shrieked  Hannibal,  and  turning  like  a 
fiash,  he  fled  like  a  deer. 

I  bounded  after  him,  but  he  leaped  upon  a  horse  that’ 
stood  before  the  hotel  and  made  off. 

Then  I  returned  to  Miss  Cartland  and  the  gentleman. 

“This  is  Mr.  Gyer,”  said  the  young  lady. 

Then  the  gentleman,  who  was  really  the  missing  man, 
made  the  following  explanation : 

“I  called  upon  Hannibal  the  night  his  house  was  burned. 
Ho  invited  me  to  take  a  glass  of  wine.  I  did  so.  The  wine 
was  drugged.  When  I  had  drunk  but  a  single  glass  I 
became  insensible.  Consciousness  returned  after  a  lapse  of 
time,  the  length  of  which  1  cannot  determine,  and  I  found- 
myself  in  a  small  dark  room.  I  dashed  against  the  wall. 
Then  I  discovered  a  secret  of  the  place,  which  I  believe  to 
have  been  unknown  to  Hannibal.  Tlirough  it  1  passed,  and 
made  my  escape  from  the  house  just  as  the  fire  broke  out. 

1  hastened  away,  but  the  effects  of  the  drug  had  crazed  my 
brain,  aud  1  wandered  I  knew  not  whither.  At  last  I  fell 
at  a  farmhouse  door,  miles  away.  They  took  me  in  and 
cared  for  me  through  lui  attack  of  brain  fever.  1  just  re¬ 
covered  and  came  here.” 

This  was  Gyer’s  story. 

1  afterwards  learned  that  among  the  medical  parapher¬ 
nalia  Hannibal  Imd  inherited  from  liis  father,  who  \\as  a 
doctor,  wa.s  a  skeleton,  and  that  was  the  one  I  had  found  m 
the  {Lshes. 

An  hour  later  1  found  Hannibal  dead  by  road  -  Iv'* 
Tlie  hoi'se  had  thrown  him  and  bi\)ken  his  nttck. 
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Twelve  hundred  dollars  in  greenbacks,  her  life  savings, 
tre  losi  to  Mrs.  Grusky,  of  Stockton,  CaL,  through  a 
prauk  of  her  baby  son.  Sobbing  pitifully,  the  woman  went 
to  A  bank  and  told  how  the  baby  had  found  the  roll  of  bills, 
and  had  dropped  them  into  a  bucketful  of  chloride  of 
linie.  Every  one  of  the  bills  is  bleached  pure  white  and 
minus  its  denomination  marks. 


become  pale  rose,  and  they  flush  to  a  brilliant  red  when  the 
weather  is  damp  and  a  storm  approaching.  These  hens 
thus  become  veritable  barometers,  and  the  progression  of 
color  from  pale  to  brilliant  is  so  exact  that  a  scarlet  hen 
stalking  about  the  barnyard  is  regarded  as  certain  proph¬ 
ecy  of  a  storm  which  may  be  as  much  as  twelve  hours 
distant. 


The  Minister  of  Public  Instruction  oP  Italy  has  given 
orders  for  the  exploration  of  Veil,  about  twelve  miles  from 
Kome.  Important  results  have  been  achieved  from  the 
\yy  beginning.  An  amphitheatre  at  the  south  of  the  city 
mES  laid  •are  and  several  tombs  were  discovered  intact  in 
the  cemeter}*.  Besides  a  few  tombs  dating  from  the  ninth 

fl^iturv,  B.  C.,  there  were  found  several  sepulchres  con- 
sting  of  rectangular  ditches  containing  wooden  boxes 
with  corpses.  With  the  corpses  were  found  personal  adorn¬ 
ments  of  bronze,  glass,  bone  and  amber. 


If  Ty  Cobb,  the  hard-hitting  outfielder  of  the  Detroit 
Tigers,  is  injured  while  under  Contract  he  would  be  en¬ 
titled  to  only  $10  a  week  compensation,  according  to  in¬ 
formation  received  at  Lansing,  Mich.,  recently.  President 
Xavin  has  notified  the  industrial  beard  of  his  intention  to 
place  all  his  players  under  tlie  provisions  of  the  state 
workmen’s  compensation  law.  Cobb  is  supposed  to  draw  a 
salary  of  about  $2,000  a  month,  or  $500  a  week.  If  in- 
-^•ed,  he  ordinarily  would  receive  his  full  salary  while  on 
'  the  bench.  But  under  the  state  law  Cobb’s  salary  would 
4t  be  paid.  The  law  provides  that  when  an  employe  is 
Vd^abled  he  must  be  paid  “an  amount  equal  to  one-half  his 
weekly  wage,  not  to  exceed  $10  a  week.” 


Ahin  B.  Giles,  treasurer  of  a  motion-picture  company, 
recently  told  ^bout  the  growth  of  the  motion-picture 
business.  “At  the  present  tirhe,”  says  Mr.  Giles,  “tlie 
American  people  arc  spending  $500,000  daily  on  motion- 
tion-pictures  shows.  Every  day  in  the  United  States  more 
than  5,000,000  persons  go  to  sec  motion-picture  sliows, 
and  on  an  average  each  person  usually  stays  an  hour. 
There  are  at  least  20,000  of  these  motion-])icture  show 
h^i^es  in  the  Lnited  States,  and  the  nnrnoer  increases 
at  tlie  rate  of  30  to  70  a  week.  There  are  in  tlie  United 
•Slates  500,000  persons  engaged  directly  or  indirectly  in 
moving-picture  busines-^.  The  business  represents  an 
iii»c*tment  of  $200,000,000.” 


A  p>ojltrv-rai.ser  in  Bohemia  has  produced  curious  le- 
iult.  by  altering  and  alternating  the  food  given  to  his 
I  irf  known  to  many  wdio  have  raised  canaiie.s 
'  the  market  tliat  Cavenne  pepper,  put  into  their 
r-'  .  in  a  notable  diflcrence  in  the  character  and  shade 
■  -L  plumage,  giving  the  feathers  a  smoothness  and 
i  h  h  tinge  wlnh-li  add  ;  very  much  to  the  sum  for  which 
5'  bird-  iniv  ordinarily  be  sold.  If  the  same  ingredient 
to  the  diet,  esV'cially  of  white  hens  whicli  have 
ij  stclied  from  carefully  selected  eggs,  their  feathers 


Commenting  on  the  fact  that  Smoky  Joe  Wood,  the  Red 
Sox  famous  twirler,  is  credited  with  having  received  an 
increase  to  salary  of  $7,500  per  year,  a  statistician  in  St. 
Louis  springs  this  dope :  “That’s  a  very  tight  little  salary 
for  a  23-year-old,  w’orking  six  months  a  year.  Very  few 
presidents  of  the  leading  banks  beat  that,  estimating 
on  a  12-months-to-tlie-year  basis.”  Wood  pitched  in  43 
games  last  season.  At  $7,500  a  year  that  would  mean 
about  $172,09  per  game.  He  pitched  344  innings — just 
Kiveraging  eight  innings  to'  a  game.  That  would  be  about 
$21.85  an  inning.  Xot  being  quite  so  old,  nor  nearly  so 
steady  as  Walter  Johnson,  Wood  ’wastes  more  balls  and 
more  energy  than  Johnson  does.  While  “the  terrible 
S'lvede”  pitches  about  90  to  100  balls  in  a  game  of  nine 
innings,  “Smoky  Joe”  goes  him  about  10  better  on  an 
average.  While  no  statistics  have  been  kept  you  w'ill  find 
Wood  averaging  about  12  balls  to  an  inning. 


The  visit  to  Wofliord,  Ky.,  recently,  of  an  unknown  man 
has  revealed  to  the  people  of  the  toivn  that  a  few  feet  be¬ 
neath  the  surface  of  a  hillside  on  which  many  miners 
walked  to  and  from  work  every  day  was  $7,500  in  gold. 
The  treasure  had  been  there  for  years,  but  is  there  no 
longer,  for  the  mysterious  ?  man  took  it  away  with  him. 
Immediately  on  his  arrival  in  Wofford  the  man  pulled  a 
map  from  his  pocket  and.  began  studying  it.  Presently 
he  started  in  the  direction  of  the  hillside,  walking  at  a 
gait  which  showed  he  knew  where  he  was  going.  He 
stopped  on  the  way  to  borrow  a  shovel  from  Henry  Taylor, 
car  trimmer  for  the  Watts  Creek  Coal  Company,  but  re¬ 
fused  to  tell  what  he  intended  to  do  with  it.  Walking  a 
short  distance  up  tlie  hillside,  lie  stojiped  suddenly  and' 
began  digging.  A  crowd  which  had  follov/ed  him,  curious 
to  know  why  he  was  digging  np  poor  dirt,  saw  him  extract 
a  small  pot  from  the  iiole  in  the  ground.  Dropping  to  his 
knees,  he  ran  his  fingers  through  just  $7,500  worth  of 
gold  pieces,  and  a  smile  came  over  his  face  as  lie  finished 
tlie  count.  In  transl'erring  the  gold  from  the  pot  to  a 
sack,  which  lie  had  in  readiness,  lie  rubbed  the.  coins  on  his 
trousers.  The  man  remarked  to  one  of  tlie  speetaturs  that 
he  had  been  in  the  jienitentiary.  It  is  siijiposed  that  ho 
had  robbed  a  train  or  a  bank,  and  buried  his  loot  while 
attempting  to  escape  arrest,  d'iie  mail  of  tlu*  hillside  was 
his  own  work.  Before  leaving,  the  iy^a;i  returned  the  shovel 
to  Tavlor  and  dropped  a  $20  gold  pi.^ce  in  one  of  ’I’aylor’s 
pockets.  With  1!ie  hag  of  gold  in  one  hand  and  the  other 
ruind  in  a  pocket  whicdi  evidently  cuntaiiied  u  revolver,  Lho 
ex-convict  made  his  way  over  the  hills,  lie  probably 
caught  a  train  at  Williuin8l)iirg. 
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INTERESTING  ARTICLES 


FACTS  WORTH  KNOWING. 

If  placed  end  to  end  the  matches  used  in  the  CTnited 
States  in  a  day  would  extend  more  than  around  the  world. 

A  hydroplane  built  in  Belgium  of  steel  instead  of  wood 
is  said  to  have  attained  a  speed  of  forty-five  miles  an  hour. 

For  detecting  the  presence  of  coal  gas  in  a  room  in 
dangerous  quantities,  a  simple  apparatus  has  been  devised 
which  employs  a  colored  liquid  in  a  tube  to  indicate  its 
'aicrease  in  the  atmosphere. 

Wireless  connection  between  the  principal  Catholic 
churches  of  Italy,  France  and  Austria  and  the  Vatican  is 
being  arranged. 


THE  AGE  OP  GOLD. 

The  statistics  for  the  French  mint  for  1912  show  that 
from  1493  to  1912  the  world^s  total  gold  production  was 
$15,300,000,000.  In  1906  there  was  $7,200,000,000  in 
banks  or  in  circulation,  or  just  half  of  the  world’s  total 
production  since  1493,  the  other  half  being  either  lost  or 
used  up  or  employed  in  commercial  purposes. 

The  French  statistics  disclose  the  remarkable  fact  that 
from  1493  to  1850  the  gold  production  was  valued  at  $3,- 
266,000,000,  whereas  from  1851  to  1875  alone  the  totd 
was  $3,290,000,000;  the  production  thus  being  more  for 
that  quarter  of  a  century  than  for  the  preceding  358  years. 

Still  more  remarkable  is  the  following  comparison  of 
production:  From  1493  to  1875,  $6,563,000,00,  and  from 
1876  to  1911,  $8,267,000,000. 

Gold  production  for  a  single  year  surpassed  $400,000,000 
for  the  first  time  in  1906.  The  value  of  gold.and  silver 
in  existence  in  1492,  the  date  of  the  discovery  of  America, 
was  $200,000,000. 


FRANCE  AND  MOROCCO 

Attention  is  drawn  to  the  present  unsatisfactory  position 
of  the  French  regime  in  Morocco  by  a  colonial  student, 
Maxime  Voillaume,  in  an  article  which  is  giving  French¬ 
men  much  food  for  thought. 

The  real  fact  of  the  matter  is,  he  says,  that  peace  'is  so 
far  only  established  in  Helain  and  Ch^uia.  Every  where 
else  the  French  colonists  live  on  the  qui  vive,  while  the 
army  of  occupation  is  continually  engaged  in  one  combat 
after  another. 

At  the  present  moment  fighting  is  going  on  in  two  re¬ 
gions,  that  of  Marakech,  where  Col.  Mangin  is  at  work, 
and  at  Toza,  which  was  recently  attacked  by  Gen.  Alex. 

Although  Mangin  has  driven  back  the  rebels  over  the 
Oudja,  he  is  unable  to  cross  the  river,  as  the  enemy  is 
powerful  and  well  organized.  The  entire  body  of  troops  at 
hia  disposal  does  not  exceed  4,000  men,  distributed  over 
a  range  of  fifty  miles.  At  Toza  the  French  arms  have 
only  achieved  the  first  stage. 


Although  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  that  the  hostile  tribes 
will  be  conquered,  for  a  long  time  to  come  they  will  have 
to  be  reckoned  with.  Each  time  the  tribes  are  dispersed, 
he  says,  they  form  up  again  and  have  to  be  dispersed  ouc-e 
more. 

The  French  soldiers  are  growing  tired  of  the  routine. 
Of  the  64,000  men  now  in  Morocco  it  will  very  soon  be 
necessary'  to  withdraw  half  and  send  fresh  troops. 

If  the  pacification  of  Morocco  is  to  be  seriously  carried 
out  a  considerable  increaee  in  the  corps  of  occupation  is 
absolutely  necessary,  insists  this  authority,  otlienvise  the 
Moroccan  difficulties  will  continually  grow  more  fonif d- 
able  and  dangerous. 

Already,  as  he  points  out,  operations  in  this  colony  are 
making  a  difference  of  $52,000,000  in  this  year's  vfar 
budget,  and  unless  prompt  measures  are  taken  the  burden 
can  only  grow  heavier  in  the  future. 


BATTLESHIP  PLANS  STOLEN. 

Two  sets  of  uncompleted  plans  for  tlie  electric  firing  of 
the  new  battleship  Pennsylvania  have  disappeared  from  the  . 
drafting  room  of  the  bureau  of  steam  engineering,  at  the 
Navy  Department,  one  set  being  taken  on  the  night  of 
March  4,  and  the  other  at  some  later  date.  The  plans  were 
practically  duplicates. 

Much  m3'stery  surrounds  the  supposed  theft  and  Secret 
Service  operatives  are  at  work  on  the  case.  The  Secretary 
of  the  Navy  declared  recently  that  no  one  was  under  sus-  ^ 
picion,  altliough  the  Secret  Service  men  are  working  -on 
the  theory  that  some  one  in  the  employ  of  the  department 
can  explain  the  disappearance. 

The  plans  showed  the  general  arrangement  of  the  decks 
and  the  hatches  of  the  new  battleship,  but  it  is  asserted  - 
by  navy  officials  tliat  they  w'ould  be  of  no  particular  value 
to  any  one  seeking  naval  secrets.  It  is  declared  the  in¬ 
formation  would  be  of  no  use  to  a  foreign  power,  and  the  ^ 
officials  assert  their  opinion  that  the  plans  liave  not  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  a  foreign  nation. 

Secretary  Daniels  regards  the  tlieft  with  much  concern, 
not  so  much  because  of  the  loss  of  the  plans  as  because 'Ihe 
incident  emphasizes  the  urgency  of  better  protection  for 
other  plans  and  naval  records  of  a  secret  character.  He 
has  taken  steps  to  throw  safeguards  about  the  various  ofS^s  j 
containing  such  information.  | 

The  first  set  of  plans  was  on  a  board  in  the  drafting  room  j 
in  the  bureau  of  steam  eugiueeriug  on  the  night  of  ilarch  j 
4,  and  was  missing  the  next  morning.  Officials  are  not  | 
certain  when  the  other  plans  were  taken,  but  it  is  pre*J 
sumcd  it  was  soon  after  the  first  set  disappeared.  4 

A  large  number  of  persons  were  in  the  State.  War  and  I 
Navy  Building  on  tlie  night  of  lilarcli  4  to  watch  th*  in-  1 
auguration  fireworks.  Secretary  Daniels  Uiinks  it  is  j 

that  among  the  number  was  the  thief  or  thieves,  who  ic  'Ik  ij 
the  plans.  He  says,  however,  there  are  other  tl.c  ir ‘s 
as  plausible. 


AVGrsrt  mont;t  trxck  tiot. 

iMs  trick  t'ox  you  cftn 
rH»k*  BiO!i#y  Ch*nit*,  from  « 
*«^«y  tntc  A  dinto  or  Yic*  v«r<>«. 
.v;k.'  ruAk*i  dtn\o>  Api'oar  and  dl». 
s.rpo*r  at  your  command.  Prlca, 
li«»  by  mail,  poatpald. 

H.  1\  lANti. 

ISIS  rcatr*  S;..  b'klyu,  N.  Y. 


ICHttO  OH  POWDER. 

Th«  {rr«at«tt  fun>mak«r  <4 
all-  K  amali  antaunt 
•f  this  pawdar.  lakan  Ufttim 
In  a  raam.  Will  causa 
araryona  to  snaaca  wttkaut 
aayona  kr.oa:.>f\e  whara  It 
Msaa  from.  It  ••  rary  Hrht.  will  fl»at  In  tka 
^  {•r  aaraa  ttma.  aad  panatrata  aTary  naolc 
catr.ar  af  a  raam.  It  la  parfacttly  karm- 
Ca.baa  la  put  up  In  battlaa.  and  ana 
^•tia  cantains  anoufb  ta  ba  uaad  from  1*  ta 
VI  tune*-  Prlca,  by  mail.  10c.  each:  S  for  Zim, 
WOLl  1  XOVb-tTV  to..  29  IV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


HDTDOO  n.OWEU-POT  TRICK 

With  this  trick  you  can  make  a  piant 
-row  right  up  in  a  flowar-pol,  before 
■lia  ayet  of  your  autilanca.  An  ordinary 
empty  earthen  flo»-ar-pol  is  handed  t« 
the  apectatars  lor  examination.  a 
handkerchief  is  then  placed  over  It,  and 
you  repeat  a  few  magic  words,  and 
a-are  your  wand  over  it.  When  the 
handkerchief  la  removed  there  is  a 
beautiful  plant,  apparently  in  full 
bloom.  In  the  pot.  F\ill  directions  with 
each  outfit.  Price,  16  cents  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

.  GALLIG.\>’,  410  W.  56tb  St.,  N.  Y. 


NOISY  H.YXDKERCHIEF. 

A  great  deal  of  amusement 
may  be  had  with  this  little 
article.  It  Imitates  the  blow¬ 
ing  of  the  nose  exactly,  except 
that  the  noise  Is  magnified  at 
least  a  dozen  times,  and 
sounds  like  the  bass-horn  In  a 
German  band.  This  device  is 
Bsed  by  simply  placing  It  between  the  teeth 
aad  blowing.  The  harder  the  blow  the  louder 
the  noise.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLIF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  \V.  26th  ht.,  S.  x. 


NEW  MASKS 

Half-face  masks  with  moY- 
able  noses.  A  distinct  nov- 
eity  which  will  afford  no  end 
of  amusement.  They  come 
In  6  styles,  each  a  different 
face,  such  as  Desperate  Desmond,  etc.,  and 
are  beautifully  colored  and  splendidly  finished, 
with  patent  eyelets  to  prevent  tearing.  Price 
IS  rents  apiece,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

H.  » ,  LANG,  1013  Centre  St..  H’klyn,  N.  Y. 


JAPANEAR  WATER  FT.OWERS 

Without  exception,  the 
most  beautiful  and  In¬ 
teresting  things  on  the 
inarke'.  They  conelst 
of  a  dozen  drIed-up 

eprigs,  neatly  encased 
In  handsomely  decorat¬ 
ed  envelope#.  Just  as 

they  are  Imported  from 
'  i  Japan.  Place  one  sprig 

_ -n  In  a  bowl  of  water. 

- '  and  it  begins  to  exude 

raiiOBs  bright  tints.  Then  It  elowly  opens  out 
late  vailous  shapes  of  exquisite  flowers.  They 
ers  of  all  celors  of  the  ralnbew.  It  Is  very 
as'sir.g  to  watch  them  take  form. 


1 


fitaall  «Ue,  price  6  cents:  lareo  elre.  i'' 
eenu  a  package,  by  mall,  poetpald. 

M,  >.  GAI.LIG.VN,  419  W.  66tb  St.,  N.  Y, 


YOU  ALL  WAfiT  THIS  MEDAL! 


.Tec  Can  Get  One  for  Six  Cents 

ptetnre  of  Fred 


R! 


Sure  Fire 
Accuracy 
Penetration 

The  World’s 

Record  Holders 


m. 


Remington- UMC  .22  cat. 
cartridges  have  broken 
two  records  in  two  years. 


Ac  l•■iltte■•CllC  csks  aske  e  lleA 


The  present  world's  lOO-shot  gallery  record,  2484  ex  2500,  held  by 
Arthur  Hubalek  was  made  with  these  bard  bitting  .22’s. 

They  will  help  you,  too,  to  break  your  best  shooting  records. 

^  Remington-  UMC  .22’ t  are  made,  too,  with  hollow  point  ballets* 
This  increases  their  shocking  and  killing  power. 


Remington-  UMC — the  perfect  shooting  combinatloii 
BEfflNGTON  ARMS-UNION  METALLIC  CARTRIDGE  CO.  299  Broadway,  If.w  York  City 


FUTURE  roM,  ftlito  pact.  8Aud  dlma;  btrthdato.  | 


J.  D.  Ruwakds,  2716  Jackeon  Bird.  Chb*;a<o 


BINGO. 


It  is  a  little  metal 
box.  It  looks  very  In¬ 
nocent.  But  It  le  sup¬ 
plied  with  an  Ingenious 
mechanism  which 
Bhoot.s  oft  a  harmless 
cap  when  It  Is  opened. 
You  tan  have  more  fun 
than  a  circus  with  this 
new  trick.  Place  the 
BINGO  in  or  under 


any  article  and  It  will  go  off  when  the  ai-- 
ticle  Is  opened  or  removed.  It  can  be  used 
as  a  funny  Joke  by  being  placed  in  a  purse, 
cigarette  box  or  between  the  leaves  of  a 
magazine,  also,  under  any  movable  article, 
such  as  a  book,  tray,  dish,  etc.  The  BINGO 
can  also  be  used  as  a  Burglar  Alarm  or  as 
a  Theft  Preventer  by  being  placed  in  a 
drawer,  money  till,  under  a  door  or  window, 
or  under  any  article  that  would  he  moved 
or  disturbed  should  a  theft  be  attempted. 

Price  15  cents  each,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

M  OLFP’  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


GOOD  LUCK  CUiSS  FOB 


Fcarnot  on  one  side  and 
Kvelyn  on  the 
other.  The  chief 
eharaclers  of 
“WOKK  A»0  WIR” 
Tbe  Medals  are 
beautifully  fire-gilt. 

In  order  that 
every  render  of  this 
Weekly  may  secure 
one  ormore  of  tb<>«e 
tnedais.  we  fa  are 
put  the  price  away 
below  cost,  as  you 
will  see  when  you 
receive  It.  Send  to 
ne  THKKB  TWO- 
CENT  POSTAGE 
STAMPS,  and  we 
will  bend  tbe  medal 
to  any  address, 
po»*-ige  psld,  by 
,  retnra  n-atl 

K  K  M  KM  BBK 
can  aeeure  »a 
ai«i<y  medals  as  yon 
wao'. 

fvaf  ev)v*  '1^  p’aloly  to 

TO(«rr,  rnkiteher 
••d  ftteaet.  Rew  Terli 


Tne  real  western  article, 
carried  by  the  cowboys.  It 
is  made  of  fine  leather, 
with  a  highly  nickeled 
buckle.  The  holster  con¬ 
tains  a  metal  gun,  of  the 
game  pattern  as  those  used 
by  all  the  most  famous 
scouts.  Any  boy  wearing 
one  of  these  fobs  will  at¬ 
tract  attention.  It  will  i 
give  him  an  air  of  western 
romance.  The  prettiest 
and  most  serviceable  w’atcb 
fob  ever  made.  Send  for 
oue  to-day.  Price  20  cents 
each  by  mail  postprid. 

M.  V.  fiALLIGAN, 

419  W.  uOth  Mt.,  N.  Y. 


gssEBSLL  Outfit  FREE 


BOY<5  t  nere  ie  year 
^  t  ckaaee  to  get 
a  fin*  buiball  outfit,  consliiing 
of  eompIvteiuJt.lnoludlB;  shirt, 
pit:  it,  cap  and  bait,  (ood  quality, 
extra  well  sawed,  or  cumbination 
of  big  catcher's  mitt,  fielder's 
flove,  catcher's  mask  ( extra 
■tror.s  and  dutaMe)  acd  rubber 
center  ball,  big  league  ityle,  or 
fine  ebett  protector.  Will  Nut 
Cost  One  Cent.  Send  your 
came  end  w«  will  land  you  8 
eet  of  oor  fine  pteturec  to  diepota 
of  at  oenti  each.  Bend  oe  tbe 
82  yon  eolleot  end  for  your 
trouble  will  land  you  ouiflt  as 
do.eribed.  WKl'TK  TO»AY 
for  pleturef.  ffo  harm  done. 
I  take  bark  what  Id)  can't  lell. 

H.O.  Seltz,ajjL-.>i  Cliicegs 


HABiT.T2.?,X.„. 

improre  your  beallh,  prolong  your  lire.  Mo  mare  atomaok 
trouble,  ne  fenl  breath,  ue  heart  weakueii.  Begaln  inenlv 
vigor,  celna  nerves,  clear  eyes  and  luperior  .oental  •treuxth. 
Whetkar  yse  ohevt  or  smoke  pipe,  cigarettes,  olxert,  c«t  nj  la- 
terestiat  Tobaooo  Book.  Worth  iti  vpijht  in  fold.  Mailed  free* 

E.  J.  WOODS,  634  Sixth  Ave.,228  C.  New  York.  N.  T. 


LOTS  OF  FUlff  FOR  A  DIME 


V«Dtritoqui«t  Double  l'broat« 
Fite  roof  of  raoutb;  always  Invisible;  treataM 
Uiinsyet.  Aetonlah  and  myoiily  your  friends. 
Neltfh  like  a  horse;  whine  like  a  puppy;  tine 
like  a  canary,  and  imitate  biids  and  beasli  al 
tbe  Held  ana  forest.  Leads  af  fun.  Wonder¬ 
ful  inveatlon.  Thousands  sold.  Prieei  oaly 
te  cents)  4  for  }(  oonts.  or  11  for  M  oaaia 

Double  Throat  Co-Opt.  K  Frenchtown.N.i 


Ad-'raae 


THE  DANCING  NTOGEB 
A  comical  toy  with  which 
rou  c»n  have  no  and  af  fun.  It 
wr.aiets  of  a  cut-out  figure 
fastened  to  a  thread  nuspenUed 
hetween  the  ends  of  a  epring. 
By  pressing  the  wires 
the  fingers  and  thumb  the  fig¬ 
ure  wUl  dance  In  the  funniest 
^manner.  Price  1«  <rnU  each, 


^  ^  mail,  a.  V 

loijrg  movrlty  oo-e  »  w.  »•**»  •»-.  «• 


IT  ONLY  COOTS  one  cent  to  learn  see 
unhsard  v/  friett  and  mnrvtlout  eFkrd 
on  highest  grade  1818  model  bicycles. 

FACTORY  PRICES 

a  pair  of  tires  from  »nytnt  at  Frirs 
uatll  you  write  fbr  our  Urge  Art  Osislea 
and  IeaRioursread/r/Vr/r«>«xrrfrMeaisM 
•ample  bicycle  going  to  your  towa. 

RIDER  A6ENTS 

money  exhlbltlBg  end  telling  our  bleyclea. 
We  Sell  cheaper  than  any  other  iketory* 

TINKS,  Ooaoter-Braliaro*rv«httal«e 

Reipi,  repalrt  and  all  r<i-'dri«s  at  ttmi/  orwni  yrdeeiv 
Ow  Net  Welti  write  redey  for  our  sjttimi  ^r. 
MSAO  OVOLB  CO.,  Oeglh  RlSt  OMICAMk 


OOOD  LUCK  BANS6I. 

Oraejnental  as  welL  an  usefot. 
Made  ef  highly  nf^eled  braee. 
It  held'.'  Just  One  DoUan  V^es 
tWod  rt  qsene  HgeSf.  Rematoa 
loclsed  untH  relMled.  Can  be  twed 
as  a  watchcharm.  MeneT  sefuiid- 
ed  If  net  eatlefled.  rs4ee.  Mg. 
by  nsatL 


L*  is 


I,  M7  WiaUuop  ft*. 


1 


JAPANKSK  Divm 
The  ■trane'xt  toy  on  the  mnrhr't. 
They  are  mode  In  Jopan  and  look 
like  a  little  red  mandarin.  Each 
manikin  Is  furnished  with  a  car¬ 
tridge  to  which  a  pair  of  leg*  are 
attached.  Ily  making  two  pin-hole* 
In  the  cartridge,  attaching  It  to  the 
figure,  and  Immersing  It  In  a  glass 
^  ^  of  water  the  little  figure  will  dart 
^  —up  and  down  for  an  hour  like  a 

— real  diver.  Price,  by  mall,  25  cents 
each,  postpaid. 

n.  F.  I.ANO,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’Ulyn,  N,  T. 


VANISHING  CIGAR. 

Thl*  cigar  lo  made  In 
exact  Imitation  of  a  good 
one.  It  is  held  by  a  rub¬ 
ber  cord  w'hlch,  with  the 
attached  safety  pin,  Is 
fastened  on  the  inside  of 
the  sleeve.  When  offered 
to  a  friend,  as  It  Is  about  *0  bo  taken,  it  will 
Instantly  disappear. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid. 
C.  KFnn,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


PIGGY  IN  A  COFFIN. 

This  Is  a  wicked  pig  that 
died  at  an  early  age,  and  here 
he  Is  In  his  coffin  ready  for 
burial.  There  will  be  a  great 
many  mourners  at  his  funeral, 
for  this  coffin,  pretty  as  It 
looks.  Is  very  tricky,  and  the  man  who  gets 
Jt  open  will  feel  real  grief.  The  coffin  Is  made 
of  metal,  perfectly  shaped  and  beautifully 
l^Quered.  The  trick  Is  to  open  It  to  see  the 
pig.  The  man  that  tries  It  gets  his  fingers 
And  feelings  hurt,  and  piggy  come.s  out  to 
Ifrunt  at  hls  victims.  The  ‘ubular  end  of  the 
coffin,  which  everyone  (In  trying  to  open) 
presses  Inward,  contains  a  needle  which  stabs 
the  victim  In  hls  thumb  or  finger  every  time. 
This  Is  the  latest  and  a  very  "Impressive” 
trick.  It  can  be  opened  easily  by  anyone  In 
the  secret,  and  as  a  neat  catch-joke  to  save 
y''urself  from  a  bore  Is  unsurpassed.  Price, 
10c.;  3  for  25c.,  postpaid;  one  dozen  by  ex¬ 
press,  75c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y, 


WHISTLING  BIRD. 

It  consists  of  a  long, 
thin  rubber  tube  to'  be  con¬ 
cealed  under  the  clothing. 
On  one  end  Is  a  rubber 
ball  to  bo  held  In  the 
pocket.  At  the  other  end 
Is  a  metal  bird’s  head  with 
a  movable  underJaw, 
■which  can  be  put  through 
a  lapel  button  hole.  When 
you  squeeze  the  bulb,  the 
bird  begins  to  chirp  and 
sing  and  whistle  In  the 
most  life-like  manner. 

Price  25  cents  each,  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

M.  V.  GAI.LIGAN.  419 
W.  50  St.  N.  Y. 


THE  BUGIIOrSE  PrZZLE. 

It  la  the  most  mysti¬ 
fying  puzzle  e\er  In¬ 
vented.  and  consists  of 
14  pieces  of  metal, 
packed  In  a  neat  little 
box.  With  them  you 
can  form  fl  checker 
hoard— that  Is,  If  you 
know  how.  The  trick  Is  to  do  It,  ond  a 
tougher  job  you  never  tackled. 
other  Interesting  combinations  are  ijossidiu. 
Get  a  box  njid  see  how  many  you  can  do. 

Price  12  cents  each,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B'klyu,  N.  Y. 


POCKET  WIIISK-BKOOM 

This  Is  no  toy, 
whisk-broom,  G’/t  Inches  high,  it 
Is  made  of  imported  Japanese 
bristles,  neatly  put  together,  and 
can  easily  he  carried  In  the  vest 
pocket,  ready  for  use  at  any  ino- 
ment»  for  hats  or  clothings, 

Price  10  cents  each,  by  mall, 
postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  N.  Y. 


Kirw  TEN-CKNT  FOUNTAIN  PEN. 


] 

i 


One  of  the  most  peculiar  and  myttlfyln* 
pens  on  the  market.  It  requires  no  Ink.  All 
you  have  to  do  Is  to  dip  It  in  water,  and  It 
will  write  for  an  Indefinite  p:  rlod.  The  se'rafa 
can  only  be  learned  by  procuring  one.  and  yo\#'-^  ^ 
can  make  It  a  source  of  both  pleasure  and  ■ 
amusement  by  claiming  to  your  friends  wbat  • 
It  can  do  and  then  demonstrating  th 
Moreover,  It  is  a  good  pen.  fit  for  practical 
and  will  never  leak  Ink  Into  your  pocket,  _  _ 
defective  fountain  pen  might  do.  * 

Price,  10c.  each  by  malL 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26tli  St.,  N.  T. 
_ _ _ 1 


Is  wbat  ■ 

1#  face  1 
leal  uss^  t 
et,  as  s  3 


\ 


SLIDE  THE  PENCIL. 

The  pencil  that  keeps  them 
guessing.  Made  of  wood  and 
lead  just  like  an  ordinary  pen¬ 
cil,  but  when  your  victim  starts 
to  write  with  It — presto!  the  ' 
lead  disappears.  It  Is  so  con¬ 
structed  that  the  slightest  pres¬ 
sure  on  the  paper  makes  ths  « 
lead  slide  Into  the  wood.  Very 


3UBBLEB. 

T  h  ©  greatest 
Invention  of  the 
age.  The  h  o  i 
contains  a  blow- 
p  i  p  e  of  neatly 
enameled  metal, 
and  five  tablets; 
also  printed  di¬ 
rections  for  play¬ 
ing  numerous 
soap-bubble  games,  such  a  Floating  Bubbles, 
Repeaters,  gurprloe  Bubbles.  Double  Bubbles. 
The  Boxers.  Lung  Tester.  Supported  Bubbles, 

RoUlng  Bubbles,  Smoke  Bubbles,  Bouncing 

Bubbles,  and  manv  others.  Ordinary  bubble¬ 
blowing,  with  a  pipe  and  soap  water,  are  not 
In  It  with  this  scientific  toy.  It  produces 
larger,  more  beautiful  and  stronger  bubbles 
^an  you  can  get  by  the  ordinary  method. 
The  games  are  intensely  Interesting,  too. 

„  _  _ _  Price.  1 2c.  by  malL 

If.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St,,  B'kI.vn,  N.  Y. 

LATEST  GIANT  TYPEWRITER. 

It  Is  strongly 
made,  but  simple 
In  construction,  so 
that  any  one  can 
quickly  loam  to 
operate  It,  and 
write  as  rapidly  as 
they  would  with 

f>en  and  Ink,  The 
etters  of  the  al-  ! 

phtbet  most  frequently  used  being  so  grouped 
as  to  snabte  one  to  writ©  rap  dly:  tbs  numerals, 

I  to  10.  and  the  punctuation  marks  being  to- 
gother.  With  this  maehine  you  can  eenl  let¬ 
ters,  address  envelop-s,  make  out  hills,  and 
do  almost  snv  kind  of  work  not  requiring  a 
large,  expensive  m’rhlne.  With  each  type¬ 
writer  we  send  a  tube  of  ink  •  -.d  full  Instruc¬ 

tions  for  uslnr  the  '"ai-hlne.  Price  complete, 
SSI.lNt,  liy  ev|>rena, 

BOLir  NOVELTY  CO„  l»  W.  2«tb  gt..  N.  k. 


LITTLE  GIANT  BnCROSCOPE. 

This  powerful  little  Instrument 
is  made  of  oxidized  metal.  It 
stands  on  two  supports  made 
the  exact  length,  to  get  a  sharp, 
1-inch  focus  on  the  object  to  be 
magnified.  There  Is  a  high- 
powered  lens  of  imported  glass 
mounted  in  the  circular  eye-picce.  It  can  be 
used,  to  detect  Impurities  in  liquids,  for  ex¬ 
amining  cloths,  or  to  magnify  any  object  to 
enormous  size,  (ian  be  carried  in  the  vest 
pocket.  Price,  6c.  each,  postpaid. 

M.  V.  GALLIGAN,  419  W.  5Gth  St.,  N.  Y. 


SLICK  TRICK  PENCIL. 

This  one  Is  a  hummer!  It  la 
to  all  appearances  an  ordinary, 
but  expensive  load  pencil,  ■with 
nickel  trimmings.  If  your  friend 
■wants  your  pencil  for  a  moment, 
hand  It  to  him.  When  he  at¬ 
tempts  to  write  with  It,  the  end 
Instantly  turns  up,  and  he  cannot 
write  a  stroke. 

Price,  19c.,  postpaid. 

11.  F.  l.ANG. 

1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


IMITATION  FLIES. 

Absolutely  true  to  Nature!  A 
dandy  scarf-pin  and  a  rattling  good 
joke.  It  is  impossible  to  do  these 
pins  justice  with  a  description.  You 
have  to  see  them  to  understand  how 
lifelike  they  are.  'When  people  see 
them  on  you  they  want  to  brush 
them  off.  They  wonder  "why  that 
fly  sticks  to  you”  so  persistently. 
This  Is  the  most  realistic  novelty  ever 
put  on  the  market.  It  Is  a  distinct 
ornament  for  anybody’s  necktie,  and 
a  decided  Joke  on  those  who  try  to 
chase  It. 

Price,  lOc.  by  mall  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  X-RAY  RE'^^OLVKR 

With  one  of  these  guns 
you  can  defy  the  Sullivan 
Law  with  impunity.  It 
Is  used  to  scare,  and  not 
to  shoot.  It  Is  Impossi¬ 
ble  to  detect  the  fact  that 
It  Is  not  a  genuine  revol¬ 
ver.  Can  be  used  as  a 
paper-weight,  an  orna¬ 
ment.  or  In  other  ways.  Price,  by  mall,  46 
cents  each,  postpaid. 

M.  V.  GALLIGAN,  419  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


funny  and  a  practical  joke. 
Lch  by  mall,  postpaid;  3  f 
H.  F.  I.ANG,  1816  Centre  St.,  B’klyn, 


•ae-  , 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid;  3  for  25«. 

L  N.  Y. 
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BLACK-EYE  JOKE. 

New  and  amusing  joker.  TIC  t 
victim  Is  told  to  hold  the  tur^d 
close  to  his  eye  so  as  to  exclude  ^ 
all  light  from  the  back,  and  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  picture*  f 
appe.ar  in  the  center.  In  trylrag  i 
to  locate  the  pictures  he  will  rA  J 
celve  the  finest  black-eye  you  ev^ 
saw.  We  furnish  a  small  box  ol 
blackening  preparation  with  each 
tube,  so  the  Joke  can  be  used  In¬ 
definitely.  Those  not  in  the  trick 
,  ,  ,  ■''*•1  be  caught  every  time.  Abso¬ 

lutely  harmless.  Price  by  mall  15c.  each: 

2  for  26c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26111  St..  N.  Y.- 


THE  TIT.ANIC  DIS.VSTER. 

It  Is  a  memorial  of  the  terrible  shipwreck 
portrayed  In  rhyme  by  a  celebrated  poet. 
These  verses  are  founded  on  fact  and  give  a 
beautiful  and  interesting  picture  of  the  most 
appalling  shipwreck  that  ever  happened. 
Price  10  cents  a  copy,  by  mall.  i.o«t;.viid 

H.  F.  L/\NG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyu,  N.  Y. 


RUBBER  TACKS. 

They  come  six  In  a  box. 
A  wonderful  Imitation  of 
tack.  Made  of 
which 
if..,**'*  ordlnary 
tack  box.  This  is  a  great 
parlor  entertainer  and  you 

with  tricks 

with  the  tacks.  Piare  thorn 

palm  of  your  hand. 

fh^rotrer‘‘;‘lnd\\%"r  thS 

If  you  are  Tr  V.T 

have  swallowed  them.  To^r  friend i^wiU  thln^ 
you  are  a  magician.  Then  airaie  11. 
exhibit  the  tacks  and  then  quick  v  pu.h  on. 
In  vour  cheek  or  somehod*  else'. '  ..h-JiT  ®  5 
they  will  shriek  with  fear  Ah^futeW 
less  and  a  v  >rv  practical  ,  harm- 

I’rlt^  hv  mar.  lOc  a  box  of  s  t*cvV*"?’for  *s^ 
BOi.li  NOW.LIA  CO..  29  W.  iJil,  St..  .V  {'. 


TRICK  CIGARETTE  BOX. 

This  one  Is  a  corker!  Get 
box  right  aw'ay.  If  you  want 
have  a  barrel  of  joy.  Here’s  the 
secret:  It  looks  like  an  ordi¬ 

nary  red  box  of  Turkish  ciga¬ 
rettes.  But  It  contains  a  trig-; 
ger,  under  ■which  you  place  j 
paper  cap.  Offer  your  friend  w” 
smoke  and  he  raises  the  lid  | 
the  box.  That  explodes  the  capTE 
and  If  you  are  wise  you  will  get^ 
out  of  sight  with  the  box  before 
he  gets  over  thinking  he  w 
shot.  Price,  15c.,  postpaid. 


LIGHTNING  TRICK  BOX. 

A  startling  and  pleasing  Illu-J- 
Sion!  “The  ways  of  the  world  arei 
devious,"  says  Matthew  Arnold,  f 
hut  the  ways  of  the  Lightnings 
Trick  Box  w'hen  properly  handled  5 
aro  admitted  to  be  puzzling  andV 
uncertain.  You  take  off  the  lldv 
and  show  your  friends  that  It 
full  of  nice  candy.  Replace 
lid,  when  you  can  solemnly  assui 
your  friends  that  you  can  Instantly  empty  tJ  . 
box  In  their  presence  without  opening  It;  a#<l 
takin.g  off  the  ltd  again,  sure  enough  the  candY 
has  disappeared.  Or  you  can  change  tft'S 
candy  Into  a  piece  of  money  by  following  tke 
directions  sent  with  each  box.  This  Is 
neatest  and  best  cheap  trlrk  ever  Invented. 
Price,  only  10c.;  S  for  2,'>o.,  mailed,  poztpAt 
M.  V.  G.VI.l.lG.VN.  419  W.  OGth  St.,  X.  \. 


WIIISTLEPHONE 

This  is  one  of  t  h  *j 
greatest  musi.'sl  1  n_ 
stsuments  ever  Invent* 
c*!.  It  Is  made  enMr% 
of  metal  and  Is  a-m' 
Invisible  when  In 
^  Ith  It.  In  a  few 
mrnts,  you  ean  I 

,  to  plav  all  bifse*  iC 

tunes  are  lots  of  fun.  yicsse  and 

loi  either  song  or  piano  aero™.— 

You  p  a.^  th* 


by  Itaelf  alone. 


the  mouth  with  ha-*r 
of  tongue  to  roi-od**d  part  an.j 
If  to  0001  th.  l.p.  \  few 


ue  to  av\  I  o-ie  or  alt 

I  rice  6  ceut*  i.»h  by  man 


> 
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LATEST  ISSUES 

YontiR  Wild  Went  Tamlnif  the  Cow-Punchers;  or,  The  Hard 
Crowd  of  Hull  Tall  Uanch. 

'nH  Yuuiij:  Wild  \\  eat  After  the  "Vultures”  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Band 
of  Ten. 

Youne  Wild  West  Calling  the  Two-Gun  Man  ;  or.  Raving  a  Sher- 
IfTs  Life. 

'■■■<  Youii;;  Wild  West  s  Rustler  Round-Up;  or.  Arietta’s  Call  for  Help 
r>.‘;4  Young  wild  Weat  and  ’Ginger  Jake” :  or.  The  Boss  of  Gimlet 
CfUlch 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Choctaw  Chief:  or.  Arietta  Defying  the 
Redskins. 

ri.'ir,  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Haunted  Pass:  or.  The  Secret  of  the 
Death  Trail. 

r>37  Young  Wild  West  Saved  by  a  Signal  :  or.  Arietta  and  the  Van¬ 
ishing  Light. 

ri.’lS  Young  W"d  West’s  Double  Shuffle:  or.  The  Celebration  at  Buck- 
horn  rtanch. 

539  Young  Wild  West  Capturing  a  Chief ;  or.  Arietta  as  a  Cavalry 

Scout. 

540  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Lone  Cabin  :  or.  The  Raiders  of  the 

Gorge. 

541  Young  Wild  West  Trapped  In  a  Canyon  ;  or.  Arietta's  Swing  for 

Idfe 

542  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Boy  Ranchero ;  or.  Helping  a  Tender¬ 

foot  to  Success. 

543  Young  Wild  West  Defying  an  Ambush  :  or.  Arietta  Helping  the 

Cavalry. 

544  Young  Wild  West  at  an  Indian  Pow-Wow  ;  or.  Doomed  to  Die  at 

the  Stake. 


545  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Doomed  Mine;  or.  Arietta's  T.lfe  at 

^  t  &  k  ^ 

546  Young  Wild  West  Racing  for  a  Ranch:  or.  Spitfire  on  H  -  Mettle., 

547  Young  Wild  West  Marked  by  .Mexicans ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Senor. 

548  Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Silver  Kid”,  or.  The  Dandy  of  th# 

Gulch. 

540  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Yellow  Bull;  or.  Arietta's  I>arlng 
Kscape. 

550  Young  Wild  West  Surrounded  by  Death  ;  of.  The  Seven  Dynamite 

Sticks. 

551  Young  Wild  West  Staking  a  Claim  ;  or.  Arietta  on  Guard. 

5.52  Young  wild  West’s  Greaser  Chase;  or.  The  Outlaws  of  the  Bor¬ 

der. 

553  Young  Wild  West  Swinging  a  Lariat ;  or,  Ar'etta  and  the  M  lid 

Horses. 

554  Y’oung  Wild  West  Booming  a  Camp;  or.  The  Shot  That  Opened 

a  Gold  Mine. 

555  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Busted”  Mining  Camp;  or.  Arietta 

as  an  .Auctioneer. 

556  Y'oung  Wild  West  Ousting  the  Outlaws:  or.  The  Clean  T'p  at 

Fancy  Fiat. 

557  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Treasure  of  the  Lake:  or.  Hop  Wah's 

.Magic  Trick. 

558  Young  Wild  West  Bossing  a  Cattle  Range  :  or.  .Arietta  Cornered 

by  Rustlers. 

559  Y’oung  Wild  West  Trapping  the  Redskins ;  or.  The  Last  Raid  of 

Crazv  Horse. 

560  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cave  Gang;  or.  Arietta’s  Desperate 

Shot. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

PRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, . 16G  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  W^NJ  JiNY  ^ACK  /^UMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  trom  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail. 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  OKACULUM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  Oracle 
of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  'fRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  trick*,  containing  full 
Instruction  on  all  the  leading  caiU  irui.s  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  lllu- 
si&ns  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians, 
every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  'ro  FLlR'l’.— The  arts  and 
wUes  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
Utile  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  Instructions 
In  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  In  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5,  HOW  TO  MAKE  I.OVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  r’lles  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECO.ME  AN  ATHLETE, 
— Giving  full  Instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb¬ 
bells.  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty 
illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated  and  containing  full  instruc¬ 
tions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  olackbird.  paro- 
oquet.  parrot,  etc. 

No.  9.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO- 
QCIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  Intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  book  of  Instructions  can 
lAaster  the  art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustration*  of  guard*,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  position*  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  on*  of  these  useful  and  instruc¬ 
tive  book*,  a*  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  Instructor, 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 

_ A  most  complete  little  book,  containing  full 

direction*  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters 
for  young  and  old. 

No.  It.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
ladies. — Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
writing  letter*  to  ladles  on  all  subjecta;  also 
letter*  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requesta. 

No,  1*.  TO  IH»  IT;  OR.  BOOK  OF 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


E’riQCETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
on*  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about.  There’s  happiness  In  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  'TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A 
complete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEALTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every- 
h'>dy  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  borh  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  now  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions.  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No  21  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  Ashing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  Ash¬ 
ing.  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT,— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  ail  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPL.4IN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  ail 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  W’RITE  LETTERS  TO 
GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  directions  for 
writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— 
Containing  full  instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports ‘and  athletic  exercise*.  Em¬ 
bracing  thlrty-flve  illustrations.  By  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT. — Fully  Illustrated.  Full  instruction* 
are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  In¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW’  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most  popular 
selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch  dialect, 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
piece*,  together  with  many  standard  readings. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TEI.I.  FORTUNES.— 
Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his  fu¬ 
ture  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  on*  and 
be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  AN  INVKN- 
TOR. — Every  boy  should  know  how  Inventions 
originated.  This  book  explains  them  all.  giv¬ 
ing  example  In  electricity,  hydraulics,  magne¬ 
tism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 
any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  eta.  per  copy. 


No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most 
instructive  books  on  coaklng  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipe*  for  cooking  meats,  flsh, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes 
and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collec¬ 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. 
— Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  go^ 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con¬ 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  author^  of 
prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.—  : 
Containing  instructions  tor  beginners,  choice^ 
ol  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Full  of  practical  illustratlona 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  th* 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRU.M8. 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrum* 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and 
witty  sayings. 

No.  88.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  containing  use¬ 
ful  and  practical  information  In  the  treatment 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  aliments  common  to 
every  family.  Abounding  In  useful  and  effec¬ 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

-No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY. 
PIGEON’S  AND  R.4BUITS.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS. 
— Including  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles, 
weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  blrda  Also 
how  to  cure  skina  Copiously  Illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END- 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  va¬ 
riety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  the  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  Is 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK* 
STUMP  8PE.AKER. — Containing  a  varied  as¬ 
sortment  *f  stump  speecbea  Negro,  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokea  Jiist  the  thing 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  showa 

No.  13.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  A  MAG  1C  LAN. 
— Containing  the  grandest  assortment  of  mag¬ 
ical  illusions  ever  placed  before  th*  publlo. 
Also  trick,*  with  carda  incantations,  eta 

No.  44.  HOYV  TO  WRITE  IN  .AN  AL¬ 
BUM. — A  grand  collection  of  Album  Verses 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion,  embrac¬ 
ing  Lines  of  Lova  Affection,  Sentiment,  Hu¬ 
mor.  Respect,  and  Condolence,  also  v^rse* 
Suitable  for  V’alentine*  and  Weddinga 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MIN¬ 
STREL  Gl’lDK  AND  JOKE  BOOK  c 
thing  new  and  very  tnstructiva  Everv  b-  • 
should  obtain  this  book,  a*  11  contai-^*  fi’* 
Instruction*  for  organising  en  aniaivur 
strel  troupe. 

or  3  for  ’Jo  cts..  Id  money  or  p<-*ta^  atai  v  i  t 

168  West  23d  St.,  New  York 


